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Is the modern arrangementa of society, it is no uncommon thing 
that a man of genius muat, like Butler, 'ask for bread and receive 
a etona ; ' for, in spite of our graud inasira of supply and demand, 
it in by no means the highest excellence that men are most fot^ 
ward to recognise. The inventor of a spinning-jenny ia pretty 
Bure of hia reward in his own day ; but the wi'iter of a true poem, 
like the apostle of a true religion, is nearly as sure of the contrary. 
We do not know whether it is not an aggravation of the injustice, 
that there is generally a posthumous retribution. Kobert Burns, 
ia the course of Nature, might yet have been living ; but hia 
short life was spent in toil and penury ; and he died, in the prime 
of hia manhood, miserable and neglected : and yet already a brave 
mauBoloum shines over hia dust, and more than one splendid 
monument has been reared in other places to hb fame ; the street 
where he languished in poverty is called by bis name ; the highest 
personages in our literature have been proud to appear as his com- 
mentators and admirers ; and here is the siictk narrative of his 
Li/a that has been given to the world ! 

Mr. Lockhart thinks it necessary to apologise for this new 
attempt on such a subject : but his readers, we believe, will readily 
acquit him ; or, at worst, will censure only the performance of 
hia task, not the choice of it. The character of Bums, indeed, is 
"lerae that cannot easily become either trite or exhausted ; and 
will probably gain rather than lose in its dimensions by the distance 
to which it is removed by Time. No man, it has been said, is a 
hero to his valet ; and this is probably true ; but the fault ts at 
least us likely to be the valet'a as the hero's. For it is certain, 
that to the vulgar eye few things are wonderful that are not distant. 
It u difBcuIt for men to believe that the man, the mere man whom 
they see, nay perhaps painfully feel, toiling at their aide through 
the poor joatlings of existence, can bo made of finer clay than them- 
selvea. Suppose that some dining acquaintance of Sir Thomas 
Lucy's, and neighbour of John a Combe's, had snatched on honr 
or two from the preservation of his game, and written us a Life 
of Shakespeare I What dissertations should we not havo had, — 
not on Hamlet and The Tempest, but on the wool-trade, and deer- 
itealing, and the libel and vagrant laws ; and how the Poacher 
became a Player ; and how Sir Thomas and Mr. John had Christian 
bowels, and did not push him to extremities I In like manner, we 
believe, with respect to Bums, that till the companions of his 
pilgrimage, the Honourable Excise Commissioners, and the Gen- 
tlemen of the Caledonian Hunt, and the Dumfries Aristocracy, 
ind all the Squires and Earls, equally with the Ayr Writers, and 
the New and Old Light Clergy, whom ho had to do with, shall 
have become invisible in the darkness of the Past, or visible only 
, by light borrowed from hlg juxtaposition, it will he difficult to 
measure him by any true slaudard, or to estimate what he really 
was and did, in the eighteenth century, for his country and the 
world. It will be difficult, we say ; hut still a fair problem for 
literary historians; and repeated attempta will give us repeated 
ipproximations. 

His former Biographers have done aomething, no doubt, but 
by no means a great deal, to assist us. Dr. Cnrrie and Mr. Walker, 
the principal of these writers, have both, we think, mistaken one 
(Hsentially important thing : Their own and the world's true rela- 
tion to their author, and the stylo in which it became such men to 
think and to speak of auch a man. Dr. Currie loved the poet 
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truly ; more perhaps than he avowed to his readers, or even to 
himself ; yet he everywhere introduooa him with a certain patron- 
ising, apologetic air ; as if the polite public might think it straDgi* 
and half unwarrantable that he, a man of science, a scholar and 
gentleman, should do such honour to a rustic. In aU this, how- 
ever, we readily admit that his fault was not want of love, but 
weakness of faith ; and regret that the first and kindest of all our 
poet's biographers should not have seen farther, or believed mora 
boldly what he saw. Mr. Walker offends more deeply in the 
same kind : and both err alike in presenting us with a detached 
catalogue of his several supposed attributes, virtues and vices, 
instead of a delineation of the resulting character as a living unity. 
This, however, is not painting a portrait ; hut gauging the length 
and breadth of the several features, and jotting down their dimen- 
sions in arithmetical ciphers. Nay it is not bo much as that : for 
we are yet to learn by what arts or instruments the mind could 

I he so measured and gauged. 

I Mr. Lockhart, we are happy to aay, boa avoided both these 
errors. He uniformly treats Burns as the lii!;;h and romarkabls 
man the puhhc voice has now pronounced hiTu to be ; and in 
delineating him, he has avoided the method of separate generalities, 
and rather sought for characteristic incidents, habiti, actions, 
sayings ; in a word, for aspects which exhibit the whole man, as 
he looked and lived among his fellows. The book accordingly, 
with all its deficiencies, gives more insight, we think, into the true 
character of Bums, than any prior biography : though, being 
written on the very popular and condensed scheme of an article 
for Oonsfiihl^s Miwdlan;/, it has less depth than we could have 
wished and expected from a writer of such power ; and contains 
rather more, and more multifarious quotations than belong of right 
to an original production. Indeed, Mr. Lockhart's own writing 
is generally so good, so clear, direct and nervous, that we seldom 
wish to see it making place for another man's. However, the 
spirit of the work is throughout candid, tolerant and anxiously 
conciliating ; compliments and praises are liberally distributed, on 
all hands, to great and small ; and, as Mr. Morris Birkbeck observaa 
of the society in the backwoods of America, ' the courtesies of 
pohte life are never lost sight of for a moment' But there are 
better things than these in the volume ; and we can safely testify, 
not only that it is easily and pleasantly read a lirat time, but may 
oven be without difficulty read again. 

Nevertheless, we are far from tiiinking that the problem of 
Bums'a Biography has yet been adequately solved. We do not 
allude BO much to deficiency of facU or documents, — though of 
these we are still every day receiving some fresh accession, — as to 
the limited and imperfect application of them to the great end of 
Biography. Our notions upon this subject may perhaps appear 
extravagant ; but if an individual is reaUy of consequence enough 
to have hia life and character recorded for public remembrance, 
we have always been of opinion that the public ought to bo made 
acquainted with all the inward springs and relations of bis character. 
How did the world and man's life, from his particular position, 
represent themselves to his mind? How did co-existing 'circum- 
stances modify him from without ; how did he modify these from 
wilhinl With what endeavours and what eliicncy rule over thetn ; 
with what resistance and what sufTering sink undei themj In 
one word, what and how produced was the effect of society on 
him ; what and how produced waa his effect on society t He who 
should answer these questions, in regard to any individual, would, 
as we believe, furnish a model of perfection iu Biography. Few 
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individuals, indeed, can deserve such a study ; and many iiVcswill 
be written, and, for the gratification of innocent curiosity, ought 
to be written, and read and forgotten, which are not in this senae 
biographies. But Bums, if we mistake not, ia one of these few 
individunts ; and such a study, at least with such a result, ho has 
not yet obtained. Our own contributions to it, we are aware, can 
be but scanty and feeble ; but we offer them with good-will, and 
trust they may meet with acceptance from thoae they are intended 
for. 

Boms first came upon the world as a prodigy ; and waa, in 
that character, entertained by it, in the usual fashion, with loud, 
vague, tumultuous wonder, Hi>eoilily subsiding into censure and 
neglect ; till his early and most mournful death again awakened 
an enthusiasm for him, which, espesioily as there was now nothiiig 
to be done, and much to be spoken, baa prolonged iteeU even to 
our own time. It is true, the ' nine days ' have long since elapsed ; 
and the very continuance of this clamour proves that Burns was 
no vulgar wonder. Accordingly, even in sober judgments, where, 
as years passed by, he has come to rest more and more exclusively 
on bis own intrinsic merits, and may now be well-nigh shorn of 
'Jiat casual radiance, ba appears not only as a true British poet, 
but as one of the most considerable British men of the eighteenth 
wntury. Let it not be objected that he did little. He did much, 
if we consider where and how. If the work performed was small, 
we Diuat remember that he had his very materials to discover; 
lor the metal he worked in lay hid under the desert moor, where 
110 eye but hie had guessed its existence ; and we may almost eay, 
that with his own hand he had to construct tlie tools for fashioning 
iL For be found himself in deepest obscurity, without help, 
without instruction, without model ; or with models only of the 
meanest sort An educated man stands, as it were, in the midst 
of a boundless arsenal and magazine, filled ^vith all the weapons 
and engines which man's skill has been able to devise from the 
earliest time ; and be works, accordingly, with a strength borrowed 
from all past ages. How dificrcnt is hU state who stands on the 
outside ol that storehouse, and feela that its gates must be stormed, 
or remain forever shut against him ! llis means are the com- 
monest and rudest; the mere work done is no measure of his 
atnsngth. A dwarf behind bis steam-engine may remova moun- 
tJiins ; but no dwarf will hew them down with s pickaxe ; and lie 
must be a Titan that hurls them abroad with his arms. 

It is in this last shape that Bums presents himself. Born in 
nn age the most prosaic Britain bad yet seen, and in a condition 
the most disadvant^eous, where his mind, if it accomplished aught, 
must accomphsh it under the pressure of continual bodily toil, 
■lay of penury and desponding apprehension of the worst evils, 
and with no furtherance but such knowledge as dwells in a poor 
man's hut, and the thymes of a Ferguson or Ramsay for his 
standard of beauty, he sinks not under all these impediments : 
through the fogs and darkness of that obscure region, his lynx eye 
discerns the true relations of the world and human life ; ho grows 
into intellectual strength, and trains himself into intellectual 
expertness. Impelled by the expansive movement of his own 
inepreaaible soul, he struggles forward into the general view; 
and with haughty modesty lays down before ub, m the fruit of 
Ilia labour, a gift, which Time has now pronounced imperishable. 
Add to all tbia, that his darksome drudging childhood and youth 
was by far the kindliest era of bis whole life ; and that be died 
in his thirty-seventh year: and then ask, If it bo strange that his 
poeina are imperfect, and of small extent, or that his genius 
attained no mastery in its art 1 Alas, his Sun shone as through a 
tropical tornado; and the pale Shadow of Death eclipsed it at 
noon 1 Shrouded in such baleful vapours, the genius of Burns 
was never seen in clear airare splendour, enlightening the world : 
but aomo beams from it did, by fits, pierce through ; and it tinted 
those clouds with rainbow and orient colours, into a glory and 
stem grandeur, which men silently gaxed on with wonder and 
tc«nl 

We are anxious not to exaggerate ; for it is exposition rather 
than admiration that our readers require of us here ; and yet to 
avoid some l«nd»ncy to that side is no easy matter. We love 
Bums, and we pity him ; and love and pity are prone to magnify. 
Criticism, it is sometimes thought, should be a cold business ; I 
*s are not so sure of this ; but, at all events, our concern with j 



ISums is not exclusively that of critics. Truu and g.jnial as Lis 
poetry must appear, it is not chiefly as a poet, but as a man that 
he interests and affects us. Ho was often advised to writo a 
tragedy ; time and means were not lent him for this ; but througU 
life he enacted a tragedy, and one of the deepest. We question, 
whether the world has since witnessed so utterly sad a scene ■ 
whether Napoleon himself, left to brawl with Sir Hudson Lowb' 
and perish on hia rock, ' amid the melancholy main,' pt^sented 
to the reflecting mind such a ' spectacle of pity and fear' as did 
this intrinsically nobler, gentler and perhaps greater soul, waBtiii" 
itself away in a hopeless struggle with base entanglements, which 
coiled closer and closer round bim till only death opened bim an 
outlet. Conquerors are a class of men with whom, for most part, 
the world coidd well dispense ; nor can the bard intellect, the 
unsympathising loftiness and high but selfish enthusiasm of such 
persona inspire us iu general with any affection ; at beat it may 
excite amazement; and their fall, like that of a pyramid, will be- 
beheld with a certain sadness and awe. But a true Poet, a man 
iu whose heart resides some effluence of Wisdom, some tone of tho 
' Eternal Melodies,' is the most precious gift that can be bestowed 
on a generation ; we see in him a freer, purer development of 
whatever is noblest in ourselves ; his life is a rich lesson to ua - 
and we mourn his death as that of a benefactor who loved and 

Such a gift had Nature, in her bounty, bestowed on us in 
Robert Burns ; but with queenlike indifference she cast it froia 
her band, like a thing of no moment ; and it was defaced and 
torn asunder, as an idle bauble, before we recognised it. To the 
ill-atarred Bums was given the power of making man's life moro 
venerable, but that of wisely guiding hia own life was not given. 
Destiny ,^for so in our ignorance we must speak, — his faults, 
the faults of others, proved too hard for tiim ; and that spirit, 
which might have soared could it but have walked, soon sank to 
the dust, its glorious faculties trodden under foot in the blossom ;. 
and died, we may almost say, without ever having lived. And so 
kind and warm a soul ; so full of inborn riches, of love to all 
living and lifeless things I Kow hia heart flows out in sympathy 
over universal Nature ; and in her bleakest provinces discerns a 
beauty and a meaning 1 The 'Daisy' falls not unheeded under 
his ploughshare; nor the ruined nest of that 'wee, cowering, 
timorous beastie,' cast forth, after all its provident pains, to ' thole 
the sleety dribble and eranreuch cauld.' The 'hoar visage' of 
Winter delights him ; he dwells with a sad and oft-retuminj; 
fondness in these scenes of solemn desolation ; hut the voice uf 
the tempest becomes an anthem to his oars; he loves to walk in 
the sounding woods, for ' it raises his thoughts to Him that 
viaHceth on the tcinga of tlie toinrf,' A true Foel-soul, for it needa- 
but to be etmck, and the sound it yields will be music I But 
observe him chiefly as be mingles with his brother men. What 
warm, alt- comprehending fellow-feeling ; what trustful, boundlesa 
love ; what generous exaggeration of the object loved I His rustic 
friend, his nut-brown maiden, are no longer moan and homely, bub 
a hero and a queen, whom he prizes as the paragons of ICarth. 
The rough scenes of Scottish life, not seen by Inm in any Arcadian 
illusion, but in the rude contradiction, in the smoke and soil of a. 
too harsh reality, are still lovely to him : Poverty is indeed his 
companion, but Love also, and Courage ; the simple feelings, the 
worth, the nobleness, that dwell under the straw roof, ore dear 
and venerable to his heart ; and thus over the lowest provinces uf 
man's existence ha pours the glory of his own soul ; and they rise,. 
in shadow and sunshine, softened and brightened into a beaiity 
which other eyes discern not in the highest. Ho has a just self- 
consciousness, which too often degenerates into pride; yet it ia i^ 
noble pride, for defence, not for offence ; no cold suspicious feeling, 
but a frank and social one. The Peasant Poet bears himself, wa 
might say, like a King in exile : he is cast among the low, and 
feels himself equal to the highest ; yet he claims no rank, that 
none may be disputed to him. The fonvard he con repel, tlie 
supercilious ho can sabdue ; protenaions of wealth or ancestry aro 
of no avail with him ; there is a fire In that dark eye, under whicli 
the 'insolence of condescension' cannot thrive. In his abasement, 
in hia extreme need, he forgets not for a moment the majesty of 
Poetry and Manhood. And yet, far as ho fccla himself abore 
men, he wanders not apart from them, but mixes warmly 
interests ; nay throws himself into their arms, and, as it 
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were, entreats them to love bini. It Ib moving to sec how, in his 
■darkest despondenuy, this proud being atill seeks relief from 
frieudahip ; unbosoms himeelf, often to the nnwortUy ; and, amid 
tears, atrnins to hia glowing heart a. heart that knows only the 
rnme of friendship. And yet he was ' quick to learn ; ' n man of 
keen vision, before whom common disfruisea afforded no conceal- 
ment. His understanding saw through the hollowness even of 
accomplished deceivers; but there vas a generous credulity in liis 
heart. And so did our Feasant show himself among us ; 'a sonl 
like an .^olian harp, in whose strings the vulgar wind, as it passed 
throngh them, changed itself into articulate melody.' And this 
was he for whom the world found no fitter business than quarrel- 
ling with smugglers and vintners, computing excise-dnes upon 
tallow, and gauj^ing ale-harrela ! In such toils was that mighty 
Spirit sorrowfully wasted: and n hundred years may pass on 
before another such is given us to waste. 

All that remains of Bums, the Writings he has left, seem to 
us, as we hinted above, no more than a poor mutilateil fraction of 
what was in him ; brief, broken glimpses of a genius that could 
never ahowitself complete; thatwanted all things for completenesa : 
culture, leisure, true effort, nay even length of life. Hia poems 
are, with scarcely any exception, mere occasional effusions ; poured 
forth with little premeditation ; expressing, hy such means as 
cffered, the passion, opinion, or humour of the hour. Never in 
one instance was it permitted him to grapple with any subject 
with the full collection of hia strength, to fuse and mould it in 
the concentrated fire of his genius. To try by the strict rules of 
Art such imperfect fragments, would be at once unprofitable and 
unfair. Nevertheless, there is something in these poems, marred 
and defective as they are, which forbids the most fastidious student 
«£ poetry to pass thorn by. Some sort of enduring quality they 
must have: for after fifty years of the wildest vicissitudes in 
poetic taste, they still continue to be read ; nay, are read more and 
more eagerly, more and more extensively ; and this not only by 
literary virtuosos, and that class upon whom transitory causes 
operate most strongly, hut by nil classes, down to the most hard, 
imlettered and truly natural class, who read little, and especially 
no poetry, except because they find pleasure in it. The grounds 
■oi 80 singular and wide a popularity, which extends, in a literal 
sense, from the palace to the hut, and over all regions whore the 
English tongue is spoken, are well worth inquiring into. After 
*very juat deduction, it aeems to imply some rare excellence in 
these works. What is that excellence 1 

To answer this question ivill not lead us far. The excellence 
«f Bums is, indeed, among the rorost, whether in poetry or prose ; 
hut, at the same time, it is plain and easily recognised: hia 
Sinwriii,, his indisputable air of Truth. Here are no fabulous 
woes^ or joys ; no hollow fantastic sentimentalities ; no wiredrawn 
refinings, either in thought or feeling: the passion that is traced 
before ua has glowed in a living heart ; the opinion he utters has 
risen in his own understanding, and been a light to his own steps. 
He does not write from hearsay, but from siglit and experience ; 
St ia the scenes that he has lived and laboured amidst, that ho 
describes : those scenes, rude and humble as they are, have kindleJ 
beautiful emotions in his soul, noble thoughts, and definite resolves ; 
and he speaks forth what is in him, not from any outward call of 
vanity or interest, but because his heart is too full to be silent. 
He speaks it with such melody and modulation as he can ; 'iu 
homely rustic jingle;' but it is his own, and genuine. This is 
the grand secret foi finding readers and retdning them : let Mm 
who would move and convince othew, be first moveji and con- 
vinced himself. Horace's rule. Si vismeftere, ia applicable in a 
wider sense than the literal one. To every poet, to every writer, 
we might say : Bo true, if you would be believed. Let a man 
but speak forth with genuine earnestness the thought, the emotion, 
the actual condition of his own heart ; and other men, so strangely 
are we all knit together by the tie of sympnthy, must and wiU 
give heed to him. In culture, in extent of view, we may stand 
above the speaker, or below hira ; but in either case, his words, if 
they are earnest and sincere, will find some response within ua ; 
for in spito of all casual varieties in outward rank or inward, as 
face answers to face, so does the heart of man to man. 

This may appear a very simple principle, and one which 
"»i had little merit in discovering. True, the discovery is . 



easy enough : but the practical appliance ia not easy ; ia indeed 
the fundamental difBculty which all poets have to strive with, 
and which scarcely one in the hundred ever fairly surmounts. 
A head too dull to discriminate the true from the false ; a heart 
too dull to love the one at all risks, and to hato the other in apite 
of all temptations, are alike fatal to a writer. With either, or as 
more commonly happens, with both of theso deficiencies combine 
a love of distinction, a wish to be original, which is seldom 
wanting, and we have Affectation, the bane of literature, aa Cant, 
its elder brother, is of morals. How often does the one and the 
other front ns, in poetry, as in life ! Great poeta themselves are 
not always free of this vice ; nay, it ia precisely on a certain sort 
and degree of greatness that it is most commonly ingrafted. A 
strong effort after excellence will sometimes solace itaelf with a 
mere shadow of success ; he who haa much to unfold, will some- 
tiraea unfold it imperfectly. Byron, for instance, was no common 
man : yet if we examine his poetry with thia view, we sliall find 
it far enough from faultless. Generally speaking, we should say 
that it is not true. He refreshes us, not with the divine fountain, 
but too often with vulgar strong waters, stimolating indeed to the 
taste, hut soon ending in dislike, or even nausea. Are his Harolds 
and Giaoura, we would ask, real men ; we moan, poetically con- 
eiatent and conceivable ment Do not these characters, does not 
the character of their author, which more or less shines through 
them all, rather appear a thing put on for the occasion j no natural 
or possible mode of being, but sometliing intended to look much 
grander than nature^ Surely, oil these stormful agonies, this 
volcanic heroism, superhuman contempt and moody desperation, 
with so much scowling, and teeth-gnashing, and other flutphvrou.s 
humour, ia more like the brawling of a player in some paltry 
tragedy, which is to last three hours, than the bearing of a man 
in the business of life, which is to last threescore and ten years. 
To our minds there is a taint of thia sort, something which we 
should call theatrical, false, affected, in every one of these other- 
wise ao powerful pieces. Perhaps Don Juan, especially the latter 
parts of it, is the only thing approaching to a sincere work, he 
ever wrote ; the only work where he diowed himself, in any 
measure, as he was ; and seemed so intent on his subject as, for 
momenta, to forget Hmaelf. Yet Byron hated this vice; we 
believe, heartily detested it : nay he had declared formal war 
against it in words. So difScnlt is it oven for the strongest to 
make this primary attainment, which might seem the simplest of 
all ; to read ifi otim eometoasness without tnintakes, without errors 
involuntary or wilful I We recollect no poet of Bums's sus- 
ceptibility who comes before us from the first, and abides with ns 
to the last, with such a total want of affectation. He is an honest 
man, and an honest writer. In his successes and hia failures, in 
his greatness and his littleness, ho is ever clear, simple, true, and 
glittere with no lustre but his own. We reckon this to be a great 
virtue ; to be, in fact, the root of most other virtues, literary aa 
well as moral. 

Here, however, let us say, it ia to the poetry of Bums that we 
now allude ; to those writings which ho hivi time to meditate, 
and where no special reason existed to warp his critical feeling, or 
obstruct his endeavour to fulfil it. Certain of his Letters, and 
other fractions of prose composition, by no means deserve this 
praise. Here, doubtless, there ia not the same natural truth of 
style ; but on the contrary, something not only stiff, but strained 
and twisted ; a certain liigh-flown inflated tone ; the stilting 
emphasis of which contrasts ill with the firmness and rugged sim- 
plicity of even his poorest verses. Thus no man, it would appear, 
is altogether unaffected. Does not Shakespeare himself sometimes 
premeditate the sheerest bombast 1 But even with regard to these 
Letters of Bums, it is but fair to state that he had two excuses. 
The first was his comparative deficiency in language. Bums, 
though for most part he writes with singular force and even 
gracefulness, ia not master of English prose, aa he is of Scotcli 
verse ; not master of it, we mean, in proportion to the depth and 
vehemence of hia matter. These Letters strike us as the effort 
of a man to express something which he has no organ St for 
expressing. But a second and weightier excuse is to be found in 
the peculiarity of Bums's social rank. His correspondents are 
often men whose relation to him he has never accurately ascer- 
tained : whom therefore ha is either forearming himself agiunat, 
ot else unconsciously flattering, by adopting the style ho thinfca 
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■will please tlioni. At all events, we ahoald remembor that these 
faults, even in bis Letters, arc not the rule, but the exception. 
Whenever he ■writes, as one ■would ever ■wish to do, to triisted 
friends and on real interests, his style becomes simple, vigorotts, 
expressive, aometimea even beautiful. Hi a letters to Mrs. Dunlop 
are nnilonnly excellent. 

But wo return to his Poetry, In addition to its Sincerity, it 
has another peculiar merit, which indeed is but a mode, or perhaps 
a means, of the foregoing : this displays Itself in his choice of 
subjects - or rather in his indifference as to subjects, and the 
power he has of making all subjects interesting. The ordinary 
poet, like the ordinary man, is for ever seeking in external cir- 
cumstances the help which can be found only in himself, la 
what is familiar and near at hand, he diBcems no form or comeli- 
ness : home ia not poetical but prosaic ; it is in some past, distant, 
conventional heroic world, that poetry resides ; were he there and 
not here, were he thus and not so, it would be well with him. 
Hence out innumnrable host of rose-coloured Novels and iron- 
mailed Epics, with their locality not on the Earth, bat somewhere 
nearer to the Moon. Hence our Virgins of the Sun, and our 
Knights of the Cross, malicious Saracens in turbans, and copper- 
coloured Chiefs in wampum, and so many other truculent figures 
from the heroic times or the heroic climates, who on all hands 
siTarm in our poelry. Peace he with them ! But yet, as a great 
moralist proposed preaching to the men of this century, so would 
we fain preach to the poeta, ' a sermon on the duty of staying at 
home.' Let them be sure that heroic ages and heroic climates 
can do little for them. That form of life has attraction for us, 
less because it is better or nobler than our own, than simply 
becJiuae it is different ; and even this attraction must be of the 
moat transient sort. For will not o^ur own age, one day, he an 
ancient one ; and have as quaint a costume as the rest ; not con- 
trasted with the rest, therefore, but ranked along with them, in 
respect of quaintneast Does Homer interest us now, because he 
wrote of what passed beyond his native Greece, and two centuries 
before he was bom ; or because he wrote what passeti in God's 
world, and in the heart of man, which is the same after thirty 
centuries) Let our poeta look to this: is their feeling really 
finer, truer, and their virion deeper than that of other men, — 
they have nothing to fear, even from the humblest subject ; is it 
not so, — they have nothing to hope, but an ephemeral favour, 
even from the highest 

The poet, we imagine, can never have far to seek for a subject : 
the elements of his art are in him, and around him on every hand ; 
for him the Ideal world is not remote from the Actual, but under 
it and within it : nay, he is a poet, precisely because he can dia- 
cem it there. Wherever there is a eky above him, and a world 
around hira, the poet is in his place ; for here too is man's exist- 
ence, with its infinite longings and small acquirings; its ever- 
thwarled, ever-renewed endeavours; its nnspeakable aspirations, 
its fears and hopes that wander through Eternity ; and all the 
mystery of brightness and of gloom that it was ever made of, in 
any age or climate, aince man first began to live. Is there not the 
fifth act of a Tragedy in every deathbed, though it were a peasant's, 
and a bed of heath 1 And are wooings and weddings obsolete, that 
there can be Comedy no longer! Or are men suddenly grown 
wise, that Ijiughter must no longer shake his sides, hut be cheated 
o( his Farce 1 Man's life and nature is, as it was, and as it will 
ever be. liut the poet must have an eye to read these things, and 
a. heart to understand them ; or they come and pass away before 
him in vain. He is a vaiea, a seer ; a gift of vision has been given 
him. Has life no meanings for him, which another cannot eqnally 
decipher? then he is no poet, and Delphi itself will not make him one. 

In this respect. Bums, though not perhaps absolutely a great 
poet, better manifests his capability, belter proves the truth of his 
genius, than if he had by his own strength kept the whole Minerva 
Prt^es going, to the end of his literary course. He shows himself 
at least a poet of Nature's own making ; and Nature, after all, is 
still the grand agent in making poeta. We often hear of this and 
tha other external condition being requisite for the existence of a 
poet. Rnmetimes it is a certain sort of training; he must have 
studied certain things, studied for instance 'the elder draraatiats,' 
and io lenmcd a poetic language ; as if poetry lay in the tongue, 
not in the heart, At other times we are told he must be bred in 
• certain rank, and mast be on a confidential footing with the 



higher classes ; because, above all things, he must see the wotb 
As to seeing the world, we apprehend this will cause him litt! 
diffioulty, if he have but eyesight to see it with. Without eyi 
sight, indeed, the task might be hard. The blind or the puiblia 
loan ' travels from Dan to Beersheba, and finds it all barren." Bl 
happily every poet is bom in the world ; and sees it, ■with t 
against his will, every day and every hour he Uvea. The mysteriou 
workmanship of man's heart, the true light and the inscrutabl 
darkness of man's destiny, reveal themaelvee not only in capita 
cities and crowded saloons, hut in every hut and hamlet whei 
moL have their abode. Nay, do not the elements of all huma 
viftues and all human vieaft;i the passions at once of a. Borgia an< 
ofta Luther, lie written, in stronger or fainter lines, in the cor 
scfcnsness of every individual bosom, that has practised honet 
self-examination 1 Truly, this same world may be seen in Mossgit 
and Tarbolton, if we look well, as clearly as it ever came to lijgh 
in Crockford'a, or the Tuileriea itself. 

But sometimes still harder requisitions are laid on the poo 
aspirant to poetry ; for it ia hinted that he should have been lior 
two centuries ago ; inasmuch as poetry, about that date, vanisfaei 
from the earth, and became no longer attainable by men 1 Sue! 
cobweb speculations have, now and then, overhung the field o 
literature ; but they obstruct not the growth of any plant there 
the Shakespeare or the Bums, unconsciously and merely as h 
walks onward, silently brushes them away. Is not every geniu 
an impossibility till he appear 1 Why do we call him new ant 
original, if ipb saw where his marble was lying, and what fabri 
he could rear from it 1 It is not the mat«rial but the workman 
that is wanting. It is not the dark place that hinders, but th 
dim epe. A Scottish peasant's life was the meanest and rudest o- 
all lives, till Bums became a poet in it, and a poet of it ; founc 
it a man's life, and therefore significant to men. A thousanc 
battlefields remain unsung ; but the Wounded Hare has noi 
perished without its memorial ; a balm of mercy yet breathet 
on us from its dumb agonies, because a poet was there. Oih 
Halloween had passed nnd repassed, in rude awe and laughtei 
since the era of the Druids ; but no Theocritus, till Bums, dia 
cemed in it the materials of a Scottish Idyl ; neither was th' 
Holy Fair any Council of Trent or Boman Juhilee; but neve» 
theless, Supersfilion and ffy/wcn'sy and Fun having been pro 
pitiouB to him, in this man's hand it became a poem, instinc 
with satire and genuine comic life. Let but tlie true poet bi 
given us, we repeat it, place him where and how you will, anc 
true poetry will not be wanting. 

Independently of the essential gift of poetic feeling, as w< 
have now attempted to describe it, a certain rugged sterlingwortl 
pervades whatever Bums has written ; a virtue, oa of green field; 
and mountain breezes, dwells in hia poetry; it is redolent ol 
natural life and hardy natural men. There ia a decisive strengtl; 
in him, and yet a sweet native gracefulness : he is tender, he v 
vehement, yet without constraint or too visible effort ; he melb 
the heart, or inflames it, with a power which seems habitual ant 
familiar to him. We see that in this man there waa the gentle 
ness, the trembling pity of a woman, with the deep earnestness 
the force and passionate ardour of a hero. Tears lie in him, ani 
consuming fire ; as lightning lurks in the drops of the sammc 
cloud. He has a resonance in his bosom for every note of humru 
ng ; the high and the low, the sad, the ludicrous, the joyful 
welcome in their turns to his ' Ughtly-moved and all-con 
ing spirit." And observe with what a fierce prompt force h 
grasps his subject, be it what it may I How he fixes, as it wen 
the full image of the matter in his eye ; full and clear_ in ever 
lineament; and catches the real type and essence of it, amid 
thousand accidents and superficial circumstances, no one of whic 
pads him I Is it of reason ; some truth to bo discovered t N 
sophistry, no vain surface-logic detains him ; quick, resolute, ui 
rring, he pierces through into the marrow of the question ; an 
peaks hia verdict ■with an emphasis that cannot be forgotten. 1 
it of description ; some visual object to be represented 1 No po( 
of any age or nation is more graphic than Burns : the characte 
istic features disclose themselves to him at a glance ; three lini 
from his hand and we have a likeness. And, in that rough dialec 
that rude, often awkward metre, ao clear and definite a lilci 
w ! It seems a draughtsman working with a burnt stick ; ma 
yet the burin of a Retzsch is not more expressive or exact. ^_ 



or this last excellence, tlie plauiest and most comprehensive 
of all, being indeed the root and foundation of every sort of tnient, 
poetical or intellectual, we could produce innumerable iQatanoes 
from the writinip of Burna, Take these glimpaes of a snow- 
Blorm from hia Winter Night (the italics are ours) : 

Wlien biting Boieaa, tell aod doure. 
Sharp jfitiwi thro' the leafleag bow'r, 
Aud Phtcbns sia a ihorl-liv'd jrlauv 

Far louth the lifl, 
Dim-dark'ning thro' thefiaky thom'r 

Or whirling drift i 

'Ae Digfat the storm the steeples Tock'd. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep i>aa locli'd. 
WliiJe baroH wi' inaunj wrtelhs upcholi'il 

Wild-eddyiny itahirl, 
Or thro' the mining outlet book'd 

Down headlong horl. 

Are there not ■ descriptive touches ' here 1 The describer sow tliis 
thing ; the cBsentlal feature and true likeness of every circumslance 
in it ; saw, and not with the eye only. ' Poor laboiir locked in 
aweel sleep;' the dead stillness of man, unconsciooB, vanquished, 
jet not unprotected, while such strife of the material elements 
m^'es, and seems to reign supreme in loneliness : this is of the 
heart as well as of the eye!— Look also at his image of a thaw, 
and propheaieil fall of the Aidil Bri'j: 

When hEavT, dark, continnad, B*-day tmdb 

VfV deepening deluges a'otDaw the plains; 

When (rom the hills whero gpriugs Ihe biantiog Coil, 

Or stately Lugar's moity fonatains boil. 

Or where the Qre^nock winds bis moorUmd course, 

Ur hauntea G&rp&I* draws his feeble aource, 

Arous'd b; bloBt'ring winds luid apalting thowcB, 

fn niony a iorrent (Iniun hia anaa.broii roviet ; 

While froifiin; iee, bom* on tht roaring rpeat, 

Si^eifS dami ami initli and brigM a' to the gate ,- 

And from Glenbuck down to the Hottonkey, 

Aald Ajc ia just one leogtheu'd iumbling sea ; 

Then down je'll hitrl, Deil nor ye never rise ! 

And dash the giimlio jaupi vp to Ihe pouring sties. 

Tlie last line is in itself a Pousain-picturo of that Deluge! The 
wulkin haa, as it were, bent down with its weight; the 'gnmlie 
jaupa' and the 'pouring skies' are mingled together; it ia a 
world of rain and ruin. — In respect of mere clearness and minute 
Jidelity, the Farmer'B commendation of his Auld Mare, in plough 
or in cart, may vie with Homer's Smithy of the Cyclops, or 
yoking of Priam's Chariot. Nor have we forgotten stout Burn- 
Ihf.-icind and hia brawny customers, inspired hj Scotch Drink: 
but it ia needless to multiply examples. One other trait of a 
much finer sort we select from multitudes of such among his 
.SonjA It gi^es, ia a single line, to the saddest feeling the 
maddest environment and local habitation: 

The pale iloon it ailUng beyond the while vxtva. 
And IiTTM II leldng wi' me, 0; 
Farewell, falae trienda 1 false lover, farewoUt 
I'll Dae mair troable tbem nor thee, D. 

This cleomesa of sight wo have called the foundation of all 
talent ; for in fact, unless we see our object, how shall we know 
liow to place or prize it, in our understanding, our imagination, 
our affections 1 Yet it is not in itself, perhaps, a very high 
i-xcellence; but capable of being united indifferently with tJhe 
stiongest, or with ordinary power. Homer surpasses all men in 
this quality : hut strangely enough, at no great distance below him 
avt> Richardson and Defoe. It belongs, in truth, to what is called 
a lively mind ; and gives no sure indication of the higher endow- 
ments that may exist along with it In all the three cases we 
liave mentioned, it is combined with great garrulity ; their descrip- 
I ions ate detailed, ample and lovingly exact ; Homer's fire bursts 
tlirough, from time to time, as if by accident ; but Defoe and 
Kichardson have no fire. Bums, again, is not more distinguished 
by the clearness than by the impetuous force of his conceptions. 
Of the strength, the piercing emphaais with which he thought, 
his emphasis of expression may give a humble but the readiest 
proof. Who ever ottered shnrpor sayings than liis ; words 
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orahle, now by theL' burning vehemence, now by llieii cool 

Ltr and laconic pith t A single phrase depicts a whole sub- 
ject, a whole scene. We hear of ' a gentleman that derived his 
patent of nobility direct from Almighty God.' Our Scottish 
forefathers in the battlefield struggled forward ' red-iDut-ehod:' in 

one word, a full vision of horror and carnage, perhaps too 
frightfully accurate for Art ! 

In fact, one of the leading features in the mind of Bums is 
this vigour of hia strictly inteUectuol perceptions. A resolute 
force is ever visible in his judgments, and in his feelings and 
volitions. Professor Stewart says of him, with some surprise : 
'All the faculties of Bums's mind were, as far aa I could judge, 
equally vigorous ; and his predilection for poetry was rather Oie 
result of his own enthusiastic and impassioned temper, than of 
a genius exclusively adapted to that species of composition. 
From his conversation I should have pronounced him to be 
fitted to excel in whatever walk of ambition he had chosen to 
exert hia abilities.' But this, if we mistake not, ia at all times 
the very essence of a truly poetical endowment. Poetry, except 
in such cases as that of Keats, where the whole consists in a 
weak'cyed maudlin sensibility, and a certain vague random tune- 
fulness of ^ature, is no separate faculty, no organ which can be 
supraadded to the rest, or disjoined from them ; but rather the 
result of ^eir general harmony and completion. The feelings, the 
gifts that exist in the Poet are those that exist, with more or l«»s 
development, in every human soul ; the imagination, which shud- 
ders at the Hell of Dante, is the same faculty, weaker in degree, 
which called that picture into being. How does the Poet speak 
to men, with power, but by being still more a man than they 1 
Shakespeare, it has been well observed, in the planning and com- 
pleting of his tragedies, has sliowu an understanding, were it 
nothing more, which might have governed states, or indited a 
Novum Organum. What Bums's force of understanding may 
have been, we have less means of judging : it had to dwell among 
the humblest objects ; never saw Philosophy ; never rose, except 
by natural effort and for short, intervals, into the region of great 
ideas. Nevertheless, sufficient indication, if no proof sufficient, 
remains for us in Ids worka : we discern the brawny movemcnta 
of a gigantic though untutored strength ; and can understand how, 
in conversation, his quick sure insight into men and things may, 
as much as aught else about him, have amazed the best thinkers 
of his time and country. 

But, unless we mistake, the intellectual gift of Burns is fine as 
well OS strong. The more delicate relations of things could not 
well have escaped hia eye, for they were intimately present to 
Ills heart. The logic of the senate and the forum is indispensable, 
hut not all-suEficient ; nay perhaps the highest Truth ia that 
which wiD the most certainly elude it. For this logic works by 
words, and ' the highest,' it has been said, ' cannot he expressed in 
words.' We are not without tokens of an opoimess for this higher 
truth also, of a keen though uncnltivated sense for it, having 
existed in Burns. Sir. Stewart, it will be remembered, ' wonders,' 
in the passage above quoted, that Bums had formed some distinct 
conception of the ' doctrine of association.' We rather think that 
far subtler things than the doctrine of association had from of 
old been familiar to him. Here for instance : 



' We know nothing,' 






r next to aotbin^, of the 
soulB, so ne cimuot acoount for those seeming caprices 
in tliem, that one should be partiaulirl; pleased with this thing, or (truck 
with that, which, on mioda of n different cast, makea no eitraordinary 
impression. I have eome tavoorite flowers in spring, among which are 
the mountain-daisy, the harebell, the foiglovo, the witd-brior rose, tho 
budding biroh, and the hoary hawthorn, that 1 view and hang over with 
particular delight. I uerer beard the loud solitary whiatle of the curlew 
in a sammer noon, or the wild mi>iiig oatlenoe uf a troop of gray plover 
in an antnmnal momia^, without feeling an elevation of soal like the 
enthnsiasm of devotion or poetry. Tell me, my dear friend, to what can 
this be owing P Arc we a pieoe of maohinery, which, like the Julian 
harp, passive, takes the impressioD of tlie passing accident; or do tbesa 
workings argue Bometluug within ua above the trodden clod t I owu 
myself partial to such pcoofa of those awful and importnnt realitioB ; ii 
God that made all thiogs, man's immaterial and immortal n: 
world of weal or wo beyond death and the grave.' 

Force and fineness of understanding are often spoken of fl» 
something different from general force and fineness of nature, a< 
something partly independent of them. The necaautiei of 
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lan^iiJ^o so re(^uire it; bat in truth these quulilJea are not 
distiacl and tndependeiit : except in special case?, and froto 
apvcinl cauBea, they ever go together. A mau of strong under- 
Btanding is generally a man of strong character ; neither is 
dolicacy in tba one kind often divided fiom delicacy in the other. 
Ho one, at all events, is ignorant that in the Poetry of Enrns 
keenness of insight keeps pace with keenness of feeling ; that 
hia light ia not more pervading than his wamith. He ia a man 
of tiio moat impassioned temper; with paaaiona not strong only, 
but nublo, and of the sort in which great virtues and great poema 
taki} tiioit rise. It is reverence, it is love towards all Nature that 
iuapires him, that opens hia eyea to its beanty, and makes heart 
and vowe eloquent in iU ptaiae. ITiere ia a. true old saying, that 
' Love furthers knowledge : ' bat above all, it ia the living essence 
of that knowledge which makes poets ; the first principle of its 
cxUtfiice, increaae, activity. Of Duma's fervid affection, lua 
generuus all-embracing Love, we have spoken already, as of the 
grand dtsliuction of his nature, seen equally in word and deed, 
in Lia Life and in his Wrilinga. It were easy to multiply 
examjiW Kot man only, but all that environs man in the 
nial«rial and moral universe, is lovely in his aight : ' the hoary 
hawthorn,' the ' troop of gray plover,' the ' solitary curlew,' all are 
dear to him ; all live in this Earth along with him, and to all 
ho is knit &r in mysterious brotherhood. How touching is it, for 
instance, that, amiddt the gloom of personal misery, brooding over 
the wintry desolation without him and within him, he thinks of 
the 'ourie cattio' and 'silly sheep,' and their auflarings in the 
pitiless etorm 1 

I iboughC mo OD the ourie cattle. 

Or sill; gheep, whn bide tbid brattle 
O' wintry war, 

Or thro' the drift, deep-!airiog, apmttle, 
Beoeath a scaur. 

Ilk happing bird, wee belplDBi thiug. 

That in the merrf montha □' ipnag 

Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What comes o' tbep ? 

Where wilt tlioii cow'r thy otittering wing? 
And close thj ee ? 

The tenant of the mean hut, with its 'ragged roof and chinky 
wall,' lios a heart to pity even these ! This is worth several 
homilies on Mercy ; for it ia the voice of Mercy herself. Bums, 
indeed, lives in aympathy ; his aoul rushes forth into all realms 
of being ; nothing that has existence can be indifferent to him. 
The very Devil he cannot hate with right orthodoiy : 

But fare jou wee!, aold Nickio-ben ; 
O, wad ye lak a thonght and men' '. 
Te aiblina might, — I dinna hon, — 

Still hae a stake ; 
Tm woe to think upo' you deo. 

Even for your lake ! 

' Us ia tLe father of curses and lies,' said Dr. Slop ; ' and is 
cursed and damned already.' — 'I am sorry for it,' qnoth my 
uncle Toby ! — a Poet without Love were a physical and meta- 
physical impoBsibihty. 

But has it not been said, in contrail iction to this principle, 
that ' Indignation makes versea'l It has been so said, and ia 
true enough ; but the contradiction ia apparent, not real. The 
Indignation which makes verses ia, properly speaking, an inverted 
Love ; the love of some right, some worth, some goodness, be- 
longing to oaraolvee or otbeia, which has been injured, and which 
thut tempestuous feeling issues forth to defend and avenge No 
■elliah fury of hMjrt, existing there as a primary feeling, and 
without its opposite, ever produced much Poetry: otherwise, 
we sujipoga, the Tiger were the most musical of all our choristers. 
Juhnaim said, be loved a good hater; by which he must have 
meant, not so much one that hated violently, as one that hated 
wisely ; hated hnaencss from love of nobleness. However, in spite 
of Johnson's parados, tolerable enongh for once in speech, but 
whieb need not have been bo often adopted in print since then, 
wo rather believe that good men deal sparingly in hatred, either 
wise or cnwise i nay that a ' good ' hater ia still a dcsidoratom in 
this world. The Devd, at least, who passes for the chief and 
baat of that class, ia laid to be nowise on amiable character. 

Of the verses which Indignation makes, Bums has also given 
01 ■pccimens : and among the boat that were ever given. Who 



will forget hia 'Dweller iit yon Dungeon dark;' a piece that 
might have been chanted by the Furies of jEschylusT The 
secrete of the infernal Pit are laid bare; a boundless baleful 
'darkness visible;' and streaks of hell-fire quivering madly i 
its black lioggard bosom I 



Dweller in yon Dungeon dark. 
Hangman of Creation, marki 
Who in widow's weeds appears. 
Laden with nnbononred j-eara, 
Nooaiog with oare a bursting pnrse, 
Baited with many a deadly curae ! 



dly ^ 



Why should we speak of Sro/n wha hae leT Wallace bledi 
since all know of it, from the king to the meanest of his sub- 
jects ) This dithyrambic was composed on horseback ; in ridins 
in the middle of tempests, over the wildest Galloway moor, in 
company with a Mr. Syrae, who, observing the poet's looks, 
forbore to speak,— judiciously enough, for a man composing 
Bruec'B Addrets might be unaufe to trifle with. Douhtleas this 
atem hymn was ringing itself, as ha formed it, through the soul 
of Burns ; but to the external ear, it should be sung with the 
throat of the whirlwind. So long as there is warm blood in the 
heart of Scotchman or man, it will move in fierce thrills under 
tills war-ode ; the best, we believe, that wiw ever written by 
any pen. 

Another wild stormful Song, that dwells in our ear and mind 
with a strange tenacity, ia Mueplierson's Farevrell. Perhaps there 
ia something in the tradition itself that co-operatea. For was not 
thia grim Celt, this aheggy Northland Cocua, that ' hved a lifi^ 
of sturt and strife, and died by treacherie,' — was not he too one 
of the Nimroda and Ilapoleons of the eortb, in the arena of his 
own remote misty glens, for want of a clearer and wider one t 
Hay, was there not a touch of grace given him 1 A fibre of love 
and softness, of poetry itself, must have lived in his savage heart : 
for he composed that air the night before his execution ; on the 
wings of that poor melody hia better aoul would soar away above 
oblivion, pain and all the ignominy and despair, which, like an 
avalanche, was hurling him to the abyss ! Here also, aa at 
Tliebes, and in Pelops' hue, was material Fate matched against 
man's Free-will ; matched in bitterest though obscure duel ; and 
the ethcreAl soul sank not, even in its blindneas, without a cry 
which has survived it But who, except Bums, could have given 
words to such a soul ; words that we never listen to without a 
strange half-barbarous, half-poetic fellow-feeling? 

Sai ranliiijjly, nae n'antonljr, 

Bae daaiiliixuly gatd h»; 
HepJay'd a sprinj, and dancti it round, 

Below tlii ^lioiM.tr«. 

Under a lighter disguise, the same principle of Love, which 
we have recognised aa the great characteristic of Bums, and 
of all true poets, occasionally nmnifeets itself in the shape of 
Humour. Everywhere, indeed, in his sunny moods, a full 
buoyant flood of mirth rolls through the mind of Buma; he 
rises to the high, and stoops to the low, and ia brother and 
playmate to all Nature, We speak not of hia bold and often 
irresistible faculty of caricature ; for thia is Drollery rather than 
Humour : but a much tenderer sportfulness dwella in him ; imd 
comes forth here and there, in evanescent and beautiful touches ; 
aa in hia Address to the Mouse, or tlie Fanne.r'» Mare, or in bis 
Elegy on poor MaiUe, which lost may be reckoned his happiest 
effort of thia kind. In these pieces there are traits of a Humo»ir 
aa fine as that of Stcme ; yet altogether different, original, 
peculiar, — the Humour of Bums. 

Of the tenderness, the playful pathos, and many other 
kindred qualities of Bums's Poetry, much more might be said ; 
but now, with these poor outlines of a sketch, we muat prepare 
to quit thia part of our subject. To apeak of hia individoal 
Writings, adequately and with any detail, would lead us far 
beyond our limits. Aa already hinted, we can look on but few 
of these piccea as, in strict critical language, deserving tlie name 
of Poema: they are rhymed eloquence, rhymed pathos, rhymed 
sense; yet seldom essentinlly melodious, aerial, poetical TVmt 
o' Sltanter itself, which enjoys so high a favour, does not appear 
to us at all decisively to come under this last category. It ia not 
ao much a poem, aa a piece of sparkling rhetoric ; the heart and 



Ijody of the etory still lies bsrd and dead. He Laa nut gone back, 
much less carried us buck, lata that dark, earnest, ^ondoring i^e, 
wben the tradition was believed, and nhen it took its nse ; he 
does not attempt, by any new-modcUing of his supematuriil 
ware, to strike anew that deep mysterious chord of human 
nature, which once responded to aucb things ; and which lives 
in U3 too, and will forever live, though silent now, or vibrating 
with far other notes, and to far different iBBues. Our Germfln 
readers will understand us, when wo say, that he is not the Tieck 
hut the Musiius of this tale. Externally it is all green and 
living; yet look closer, it is no firm growth, but only ivy on a 
rock. The piece does not properly cohere : the strange chasm 
which yawns in our incredulous imaginations between the Ayr 
l-iublichonse and the gate of Xophet, is nowhere bridged over, 
nay the idea of such a bridge ia laughed at; and thus the 
Tragedy of the adventure becomes a mere drunken phantas- 
magoria, or many-coloured spectrum painted on ale-vapours, and 
the Farce alone has any reality. We do not say that Burns 
Eboidd have made much mora of this tradition ; we rather tluiik 
that, for strictly poetical purposes, not much leiM to be made of 
it. ^'either are we blind to the deep, varied, genial power dis- 
played in what he boa actually accomplished ;' but we find far 
tiiore ' Shakespearean ' qualities, as these of Tarn o' Shanter have 
been fondly named, in many of bis other pieces ; n^y we inciino 
to believe that this latter migbb have been written, all but quite 
as well, by a man who, in place of genius, had only possessed 
talent. 

Perhaps wo may venture to say, that the most strictly poetical 
of all his ' poems' is one which does not appear in Currie's Edition ; 
but has been often printed before and since, imder the humble 
title of Tlie Jolhj Beggare. The subject truly is among the 
lowest in Nature ; but it only the more shows our Poet's gift 
in raising it into the domain of Art. To our minds, this piece 
seems thoroughly compacted ; melted together, refined ; and 
poured forth in one Sood of true liquid harmony. It is light, 
airy, soft of movement ; yet sharp and precise in its details ; 
every face is a portrait : that rauele carlin, that usee Apollo, that 
Sort of Mars, are Scottish, yet ideal ; the scene is at once a 
dream, and the very Eagcastle of ' Poosie-Nansio.' Farther, it 
seems in a considerable degree complete, a real self-supporting 
Whole, which ia the highest merit in a poem. The blmket of 
the Night is drawn asunder for a moment ; in full, ruddy, flaming 
light, these rough tatterdemalions are seen in their boisterous 
revel; for the strong pulse of Life vindicates its right to gladness 
even here ; and when the curtain closes, we prolong the action, 
without effort; the nest day as the last, our Caird and our 
BalUtdtnontjer are singing and soldiering ; theii ' brats and callets' 
are hawking, begging, cheating; and some other night, in new 
combinations, they will wring from Fate another hour of waasait 
and good cheer. Apart from the universal sympathy with man 
which this again bespeaks in Burns, a genuine inspiration and 
no inconsiderable technical talent are manifested here. There 
is the fidelity, humour, warm life and accurate painting and 
grouping of some Teniers, for whom bostlera and carousing 
peasants ore not without significance. It would be strange, 
donbttess, to call this the best of Bums's writings : we mean to 
aay only, that it seems to us the most perfect of its kind, as a 
piece of poetical composition, strictly so called. In the Beggar^ 
Opera, in the Beggars' Bash, as other critica have already re- 
marked, there is nothing which, in real poetio vigour, equals 
this Cantata ; nothi{ig, as we think, which comes within many 
degrees of it. 

But by far tlio most finished, complete and truly inspired 
pieces of Bums are, without dispute, to be found among his 
Songs. It is here that, although through a small aperture, his 
light shines with least obstruction; in ita highest beauty and 
pure sunny clearness. The reason may be, that Song ia a brief 
simple species of composition ; and requires nothing so much 
for its perfection as genuine poetic feeling, genuine muac of 
heart. Vet the Song has its rules equally with the Tragedy; 
rules which in most cases ore poorly fulfilled, in many cases are 
not 80 much as felt. We might write a long essay on the Songs 
of Bums ; which wo reckon by fat the best that Britain has yet 
produced : for indeud, since the era of Queen Elizabeth, we know 



not that, by any other hand, aught truly worth attention has 
been accomplished in this department. True, wo have songs 
enough 'by persons of quality;' we have tawdry, hollow, wine- 
bred madrigals ; many a rhymed speech ' in the flowing and 
watery vein of Osaorius the Portugal Bishop,' rich in souurouM 
words, and, for moral, dashed perhaps with some tint of a 
sentimental sensuality; all which many persons cease not from 
endeavouring to sing; though for most port, we fear, the mmjc 
ia but from the throat outwards, or at best &om some region fur 
enough short of the Soid; not in which, but in a certain inane 
Limbo of the Fancy, or even in some vaporous debateabli'-land 
on the outskirts of the Nervous System, most of such madrigals 
and rhymed speeches seem to have originated. 

With the Songs of Bums we must not name these things. In- 
dependently of the clear, manly, heartfelt sentiment that ever 
pervades his poetry, his Songs are honest in another point of view : 
in form, as well as in spirit. They do not affect to he sot to music, 
but they actually and in themselves are music ; tbey have received 
their life, and fashioned themselves together, in the medium of 
Harmony, as Venus rose from the bosom of the sea. The story, 
the feeling, is not detailed, but suggested ; not said, or spouted, ii; 
rhetorical completeness and coherence ; but sung, in fitful gosbes, 
in glowing hints, in fantastic breaks, in warhlings not of the voice 
only, but of the whole mind. We consider this to be the essence 
of a song ; and that no songs since the little careless catches, and 
as it were drops of song, which Shakespeare has hero and thero 
sprinkled over his Plaja, fulfil this condition in nearly the same 
degree as most of Burns's do. Such ^ace and truth of external 
movement, too, presupposes in general a corresponding force and 
truth of sentiment and inward meaning. The Songs of Burns 
are not mote perfect in the former quality than in the latter. 
With what tenderness ho sings, yet with what vehemence and 
entireness I There is a piercing wail in his sorrow, the purest 
rapture in bis joy ; he bums with the sternest ire, or laughs with 
the loudest or aHost mirth ; and yet he is sweet and soft, ' sweet 
as the smile when fond lovers meet, and soft as their parting tear,' 
If we farther take into account the immense variety of his subjects ; 
how, from the loud flowing revel in WiUie brew'd a Peck o' Maul, 
to the still, rapt enthusiasm of sadness of Mary in Heaven ; from 
the glad kind greeting of Auld Langsyne, or the comic archneiis 
of Duncan Gray, to the fire-eyed fury of Scots wha hae tc>^ 
Wallace bled, he has found a tone and words for every mood of 
man's heart, — it will seem a small praise if wo rank him as the 
first of all our Song-writers ; for we know not where to End one 
worthy of being second lo luni. 

It is on his Songs, as wo believe, that Burns's chief influence 
as an author will ultimately be found to depend : nor, if our 
Fletcher's aphorism is true, shall we account this a small influence. 
' Let me make the songs of a people,' said he, ' and you ftball 
make its laws.' Surely, if ever any Poet might have equalled 
himself with Legislators on thia ground, it waa Burns. His 8ongs 
are already part of the mother-tongiio, not of Scotland only but 
of Britain, and of the millions that in all ends of the earth speak 
a British language. In but and hall, as the hcait unfolds itself 
in many-coloured joy and woe of existence, the name, the voice of 
that joy and that woe, is the name and voice which Bunis hia 
given them. Strictly speaking, perhaps no British man has so 
deeply affected the thoughts and feelings of so many men, as this 
solitary and altogether p^^ivate Individual, with means apparently 
the humblest. 

In another point of view, moreover, we incline to think ttmt 
Burns's influence may have been considerable : wo mean, as exerted 
specially on the Literature of his country, at least on the Litura- 
ture of Scotland. Among the great changes which Biitisb, 
particularly Scottish literature, has undergone since tliat pctioil, 
one of the greatest will bo found to consist in ita remarkable 
increase of nationality. Even the English writers moat popular 
in Burns's time were little distinguished fortheir lit^jrary patriotism, 
in this its best sense. A certain attenuated cosmopoUtanii^m had, 
in good measut«, taken place of the old insular home-feeling; 
literature was, as it wore, without any local environment; was 
not nourished by the aSections which spring from a native soil 
Our Grays and Glovers seemed to write olmoat as if in vuato ; 
the thing writUiu beats no mark of phice ; it is not written so 
much fot Englishmen, as for man ; or ia.t.'eKs,-«Ni.^?i^""^'^^'i"isis.-<-*- 
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able roeult of this, for cectain Goueraliaations whiuli philosophy 
termed mea. Goldsmith is an exceptioD ; not so Jolmson ; 
scene of his Uambler \a little mote English then ttiat of hia 

But if auch was, in soma degree, the case with England, it wae, 
in the highest degree, the case with Scotland. In fact our 
ijcuttish literature had, at that period, a very singular aspect; 
usesampled, 60 fur as we know, except perhapsatGaneva, where the 
same state of matters appears still to continue. For a long period 
after Scotland became liritiah, we had do literature ; at the date 
when Addi^in aud Steele were writing their Spectators, our good 
Joim Boston waa writing, with the noblest intent, hut alike in 
defiance of (jrammar and philosophy, hia Fonyfold State of Man. 
Then came the schisms in our National Church, and the fiercer 
Bchiams in our Body Politic : Theologic ink, and Jacobite blood, 
with gall enough in both cases, seemed to have blotted out the 
intellect of the country ; however, it was only obscured, not 
obliterated. Lord Karaea made nearly the first attempt at writing 
English ; and ere long, Home, Robertson, Smith, and a whole host 
of followers, attracted hither the eyes of all Europe. And yet in 
this brilliant restucitation of our ' fervid genius,' there was nothing 
truly Scottish, nothing indigenous ; except, perhaps, the natural 
impetuosity of intellect, which we sometimes claim, and are some- 
times upbraided with, as a characteristic of our aatioa It is 
curious to remark that Scotland, so full of writers, had no Scottish 
culture, nor indeed any English; our culture was almost exclu- 
sively French. It was by sti^yingRacineand Voltaire, Bittteux and 
Uoilean, that Kames had trained himself to be a critic and philo- 
sopher ; it was the li^jht of Montesquieu and Kably that guided 
Robertson in his political speculations; Quesnay's lamp that 
kindled the lamp of Adam Smith. Hume was too rich a man to 
borrow; and perhaps he reacted on the French more than ha was 
acted on by them . but neither had he aught to do with Scotland ; 
Edinburgh, eiiually with La FIfeche, was but the lodging and 
laboratory, in which he not so much morally lieetl, as meta- 
physically investigated. Never, perhaps, was there a claaa of 
writers so clear and well-ordered, yet so totally destitute, to all 
appearance, of any patriotic aScction, nay of any human aUection 
whatever. The French wits of the period were as unpatriotic ; 
but their general deficiency in moral principle, not to say their 
avowed eensuality and unbelief in all virtue, strictly so called, 
render this accountable enough. We hope there is a patriotism 
founded on something better than prejudice ; that our country 
may be dear to us, without injury to our philosophy ; that in 
loving and justly prizing all other lauds, we may prize justly, and 
yet love before all others, our own stem Motherland, and the 
venerable Structure of social and moral Life, which Mind baa 
through long ages been building up for us there. Surely there is 
noutislunent for the better part of man's heart in all this : surely 
the roots, that have fixed themselves in the very core of man's 
being, may be so cultivated as to grow up not into briers, but into 
roses, in the field of his life I Our Scottish sages have no such 
propensities: the field of their life shows neither briers nor rofcs; 
but only a flat, continuous tbrashing-ftoor for Logic, whereon all 
qaeations, from the ' Doctrine of Eent ' to the ' Natural History of 
Betigion,' ore thrashed and sifted with the same mechanical 
impartiality I 

With Sir Walter Scott at the head of our literature, it cannot 
bo denied that much of this evil is post, or rapidly passing away : 
our chief literary men, whatever other faults they may have, no 
longer live among na like a French Colony, or some knot of Pro- 
paganda Alisaionaries ; bat like natural-bom subjects of the soil, 
partaking and sympathising in all our attachments, humom'5, and 
habita. Our literature no longer grows in water but In mould, and 
with the true lacy virtues of the soil and climate. How much of 
this change may be due to Burns, or to any other individual, it 
might be difficidt to estimate. Direct liti^rary imitation of Burns 
waa not to be looked for. But his example, in the fearless adoption 
of domoatic aubjecta, could not but operate from afar ; and certainly 
in no heart did the love of country ever bam with a warmer glow 
than in that of Bums: 'a tide of Scottish prejudice,' as he 
modestly calls this deep and generous feeling, ' had been poured 
along hu vein^ ; and ho felt that it would boU there till the tlood- 
ptt«s ihut in eternal rest' It seemed to him, as if he could do 
•0 littla (or hia oountry, and yet would so gindly have done nil. 



One small province stood open for him, — that of Scottish Song 
and how eagerly he entered on it, how devotedly he laboure 
there ! In his toilsome journeyings, this object never quits bim 
it is the httle happy-valley of his careworn heart. In the glooi 
of hia own affliction, he eagerly searches after some lonely broth* 
of the muse, and rejoices to snatch one other name from th 
oblivion that was covering it \ These were early feelings, kq 
they abode with him to the end : 



hCl« 
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A wish, thitt to my Utesl b 
Will strongly heare my breHst,— 
That I, forponraatd Scotlaiiii's rake, 
Some Dseful plan or bool: oould uiake, 
Or sing a, aaag at least. 

The rnugh bnr Thiatte spreading wiils 
Amaug the bearded bear, 

I Luni'd my weeding.olips aside, 
And spared the Bytubul dear. 



I 



But to leave the mere literary character of Bums, which lifl 
already detained us too long. Far more interesting than any o 
his written works, as it appears to us, are his acted ones : th 
Life he willed and was fated to lead among his fellow-men. Thes 
Poems are but like little rhymed fragments scattered here and ther 
in the grand unrhymed Romance of his earthly existence ; and it i 
only when intercalated in this at their proper places, that the; 
attain their full measure of eigniftcaace. And this.too, alas ! wa 
but a fragment ! The plan of a mighty edifice had been sketched 
some columns, porticos, firm masses of building, stand completed 
the rest more or less clearly indicated ; with many a far-stretchiiij 
tendency, which only studious and friendly eyes can now tract 
towards the purposed termination. For the work is broken ofl 
in the middle, almost in the beginning ; and rises among u.'>. 
beautiful and sad, at once unfinished and a ruin ! If charitable 
judgment was necessary in estimating his Poems, and justice 
required that the aim and the manifest power to fulfil it must 
often be accepted for the fulfilment ; much more is this the casf 
in regard to his Life, the sum and result of all his endeavoura, 
where bis difficulties came upon him not in detail only, but in 
moss ; and so much has been left unaccomplished, nay waa 
mistaken, and altogether marred. 

Proporiy speaking, there is but one em in the life of Bums, 
and that the earliest. We have not youth and manhood, but 
only youth : for, to the end, wo discern no decisive change in the 
complexion of his character ; in hia thirty-seventh year, he is still, 
OS it were, in youth. With all that resoluteness of judgment, 
that penetrating insight, and singular maturity of intellectual 
power, exhibited in his writings, he never attains to any clearness 
r^arding himself; to the last, he never ascertains his peculiui 
wm, even with such distinctness as is common among ordinary 
men ; and therefore never can pursue it with that singleness of 
wiU which insures success and some contentment to such men. 
To the last, he wavers between two purposes : glorying in his 
talent, like a true poet, he yet cannot consent to make this hia 
chief and solo glory, and to follow it as tlie one thing needful, 
through poverty or riches, through good or evil report Another 
far meaner ambition still cleaves to him ; he must dream ami 
stmggle about a certain 'Rock of Independence;' which, natuta; 
and even admirable as it might be, was atill but a warring will; 
the world, on the comparatively insignificant ground of his buin^ 
more completely or less completely supplied with money that 
others ; of his standing at a higher or at a lower altitude in genera 
estimation than others. For the world still appears to him, at 
to the young, in borrowed colours ; he expects from it what il 
connot give to any man ; seeks for contentment, not ivithiD him 
self, in action and wise effort, but from without, in the kindneas 
of circumstances, in love, friendship, honour, pecuniary ease 
He would be happy, not actively and in himself, but passivel' 
and from some ideal cornucopia of Enjoyments, not earned by hii 
own labour, but showered on him by the beneficence of Destiny 
Thus, like a young man, ho cannot gird himself np for an; 
worthy well-calculated goal, hut Bworves to and fro, belweei 
passionate hope and remorseful disappointment : rushing onward 
with a deep tempestuous force, ho surmounts or breaks^ aaundo 
many a barrier ; travels, nay advances far, but advancing onl; 
under uncertain guidance, is ever and anon turned from his pat!) 



and to the last caunot Tuach the only true hapjiiiiesa of a ruan, 
that of cJoar JeciJed Activity in tho aphere tor wliicli, ly nature 
and circumstances, he has been Stted and appointed. 

^Ve do not Bay these tilings in diaptaise of Burns j nay, 
jierlmps, they but interest na the more in hia favour. This bless- 
ing is not given soonest to the best; but rather, it is often the 
fjTcateat minda that ate latest in obtaining it ; for where most is 
to be developed, most time may be required to develop it. I. 
complex condition had been assigned him from without; su 
complex a condition from within ; no ' pre-ostabliahed harmony 
existed between tho clay soil of Mossgieland tho empyrean aoul of 
Robert Burns ; it waa not wonderful that the adjustment between 
them should have beon long postponed, and hia arm long cumbered, 
and his sight confused, in so vast and discordant an economy 
aa he had been appointed steward over. Bjron was, at hia death, 
but a year younger than Bums ; aild through life, as it might 
have appeared, fur more simply situated ; yet in him too we can 
trace no such adjustment, no such moral manhood ; but at host, 
and only a little before hia end, the beginning of what seemed 
such. 

By much the most striking incident in Burns's life is his 
JoiU'ney to Edinburgh ; but perhaps a still more important one is 
his residence at Irvine, so early as in his twenty-third year. 
Hitherto his life had been poor and toilwom ; but otherwise not 
ungonial, and, with all its distresses, by no means unhappy. In 
his parentage, deducting outward ciicumatanceB, he had every 
reason to reckon himself fortunate. Hia father was a ma 
thoughtful, intense, earnest character, as the best of our peasants 
are ; valuing knowledge, possessing some, and, what is far better 
and rarer, openraindcd for more : a man ivith a keen insight and 
devout heart ; reverent towards God, friendly therefore, at c 
and fearless towards all that God has made ; in one word, though 
but a hard-handed peasant, a complete and fully unfolded Man. 
Such a father is seldom found in any rank in society ; and was 
worth descending far in society to seek. Unfortunately he was 
very poor ; had he been even a little richer, almost never so little, 
the whole might have issued far otherwise. Mighty events turn 
on a stiuw ; the crossing of a brook decides the conquest of the 
world. Had this William Buma'a small seven acres of nursery- 
ground anywise prospered, the boy Kobert had been sent to 
school ; hod struggled forward, as bo many weaker men do, to 
some university ; come forth not as a rustic wonder, but as a regular 
well-trained intellectual workman, and changed the whole course 
of British Literature, — for it lay in him to have done this I Bat 
the nursery did not prosper ; poverty sank his whole family below 
the help of even our cheap school-system : Bums remained 
hard-worked ploughhoy, and British hterature took its own oonn 
Severtholess, even in this mgged scene there is much to nourish 
him. If he drudges, it is with his brother, and for his father 
and mother, whom he loves, and would fain shield from wanL 
Wisdom ia not banished from their poor hearth, nor the balm of 
natural feeling ; the solemn words. Let iw Korehip God, are heard 
there from a ' prieat-like father ; ' if threatenings of unjust 
throw mother and children into tears, these are tears not of grief 
only, hut of holiest affection ; every heart in that humble group 
feels itself the closer knit to every other ; in their hard warfare 
they ore there together, a ' httle band of brethren.' Neither are 
such tears, and the deep beauty that dwells in them, their only 
portion. Light visits the hearts as it does the eyes of all living ; 
there is a force, too, in this youth, that enables him to trample on 
misfortune ; nay to bind it under his feet to make him sporL 
For a bold, warm, buoyant humour of character has been given 
him ; and so the tbick-coming shapes of evil are welcomed with a 
yaj, friendly irony, and in their closest pressure he bates no jot 
ut heart or hope. Vague yearnings of ambition fail not, as he 
grows up ; dreamy fancies bang like cloud-cities around him ; tho 
curtain of Existence is slowly rising, in many-coloured splendour 
and gloom : and the auroral light of first love is gilding his 
horizon, and the music of song is on hia path ; and so he waJkB 



"We outBolves know, from the best evidence, that np to this 

(late Bums was happy ; nay that he waa the gayest, brightest, 

■wwt fantastic, fascinating being to be found in the world ; more 



so even tlian be ever afterwards appeared. But now, at this eo'/y 
age, he quits the paternal roof; goes forth into looser, louder, 
more exciting society ; and becomes initiated in those diBsipation!!, 
those vices, which a certain class of philosophers have asserted to 
he a natural preparative for entering on "active life: a kind of 
mud-bath, in which the youth ia, as it were, necessitated to 
steep, and, we suppose, cleanse himself, before the real toga of 
Klanhood can be laid on him. We ahall not dispute much with 
this class of philosophers j we hope they are mistaken ; for Sin 
and Bemorse so easily heset us at all stages of life, and are 
always such indifTerent company, that it seems hard we should, at 
any sLuge, be forced and fated not only to meet but to yield to 
them, and even serve for a term in their leprous armada. We 
hope it is not so. Clear we ore, at all events, it cannot ho 
tbu Uaiiiing one receives in this Devil's service, hut only our 
determining to desert from it, that fits us for true manly Action. 
We become men, not after we have been dissipate*!, and dis- 
appointed in the chase of false pleasure ; but after we have ascer- 
taiued, in any way, what impassable barriers hem us in through 
this hfe ; how mad it is to hope for contentment to our infinite 
soul from the gifts of this extremely finite world ; that a man 
must be sufficient for himself ; and that for suffering and enduring 
there ia no remedy but striving and doing. Manhood hegiua 
when we have in any way made tmce with necessity ; begins even 
when we have surrendered to necessity, as the moat part only 
do ; but begins joyfully and hopefully only when we have recon- 
ciled ourselvea to Neoesaity; and thus, in reality, triumphed over 
it, and felt that in Ifeceasity we are free. Surely such lessons as 
this last, which, in one shape or other, is the grand lesson for 
every mortal man, are better learned from the lipa of a devout 
mother, in the looka and actions of a devout father, while the 
heart is yet soft and pliant, than in coUision with the sharp 
adamant of Fate, attracting us to shipwreck us, when the heart 
is grown hard, and may be broken before it will become contrite. 
Had Bums continued to learn this, as he was already learning it, 
in his father's cottage, he would have learned it fully, which he 
never did ; and been saved many a lasting aberration, many a 
bitter hour and year of remorseful sorrow. 

It seems to us another circumstance of fatal import in Bums's 
history, that at tliis time too he became involved in the religious 
quarrels of his district ; that he waa enlisted and feasted, aa the 
fighting man of the New-Light Priesthood, in their highly un- 
profitable warfare. At the tahha of these frceminded dergy he 
learned much more than was needful for him. Such liberal ridicule 
of fanaticism awakened in hia mind acmplea about Religion itself ; 
and a whole world of Doubts, which it required quite another set 
of conjurors than these men to exorcise. We do not say that such 
an intellect as his could have escaped similar itoubts at some period 
of his history ; or even that ho could, at a later period, have come 
through them altogether victorious and unharmed : but it seems 
peculiarly unfortunate that this time, above all others, should have 
been fixed for the encounter. For now, with principles assailed 
by evil example from ^vithout, by 'passiona mging like demons' 
from within, he had little need of sceptical misgivings to whisper 
tceaaon in the heat of the battle, or to cut off hia retreat if he 
were already defeated. He loses hia feeling o 
mind is at variance with itself ; the old divinity no longer presides 
(here ; but wild Desires and wild Kepentance alternately oppress 
him, Ere long, too, he has committed himself before the world ; 
his character for sobriety, deal to a Scottish peasant as few corrupted 
worldlings can even conceive, is destroyed in the eyes of men ; and 
his only refuge consists in trying to disbelieve his guiltiness, and 
is but a refuge of lies. The blackest desperation now gathers over 
him, broken only by red lightnings of remorse. The whole fabric 
of his life ia blasted asunder; for now not only his character, but 
his personal liberty is to he lost ; men and Fortune are leagued for 
his hurt ; ' hungry Euin has him in the wind,' He sees no escape 
hut the saddest of all : exile from his loved country, to a country 
in every sense inhospitable and abhorrent to him. While the 
' gloomy night is gathering fast,' in mental atorm and solitude, aa 
well as in physical, he sings his wild farewell to Scotland : 

Farewell, my frioods; fareirell, mj fi^es! 
My p(?nce ^itli theso, my lore witb ihoee t 
TLo biirBling tenTB 017 heart declare ; 
Adien, my native boots ot Ayr 1 
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Liglil breaks sudtlenly in on him in floods ; Lut atill a fftlae 
Iranailory light, and no real sunsIiinB. He is invited to Edin- 
burgh; li/ifit^na tliither with anticipating lie^rt; is welcomed as 
in ft Iriomph, and ■witli universal blundiahmeiit and acclamation ; 
■whftto\-er is -wiBeat, whatever is greatest o- 'oveliest there, gathers 
round him, to gaze on his face, to show him nonour, sympathy, 
affection- Bums's appearance among the eages and nohtes of 
Edinburgh must be regarded as one of the ra-et singulat pbcno- 
luona in modem Literature ; almost like the api-earance of some 
Kapoleon among the crowned sovereigns of modem Politics. For 
il is nowise as 'a mockery king,' set there by faiour, tv.nsiently 
and for a purpose, Uiot he will let himself be tr-^aied , still less is 
he a mad Kienzi, whose sudden elevation turns his loo weak head : 
but he stands thcro on his own basis ; cool, unastonishud, holding 
his equal rant from Nature herself ; putting forth no claim which 
there is not strength in him, as well as about him to vindicate. 
Mr. Lockhart has some forcilde observations on this point : 

'It needs DO oBort ot imagitintioB,' Mya he, 'to ooncaivc what the 
■ODtatioDS of ou iiolBtcd set of goholotc (almoal all either clergymen or 

Eroteaaort) muBC lime been in the preaence of this big-bonpd, bhioti- 
rowed, brawny slranRtr, with his great flaabing eyoe, who, haviog forced 
Ilia nn; atnong them from the plough-tail at a single stride, numifested 
in the whole abmin of bis bearing and conTOrsation a moat thorough 
(iotinn, (hat la the sooiet/ of the most eminenl; men of faia nation be 
ecnctif where he was entitled to be ; hardly deigned to flfttter them by 
exhibiting eren »□ oocaajonal symptom of being flattered by thoir untie 
br turns calmly mesHured himself agninst tbe molt cuUiTBted undi 
•iBiidiiigs of his time in discuBaion; oveqiawored the lion-mod of tbe 
uiott celebrated ooaviTialiats by broad floods of merriment, impregnated 
withnlltho burning lifeot genius; astonnded bosoms habitually enveloped 
in tbe thriee-pilod folds of social reaorre, by compelling them to tremble, 
— nay, to Iceoible visibly , — baneath the tearless tonch of natorai pathos ; 
and alt this withont indicating the smallest wiUiogucss to be ranked 
&inong thoaa professional ministen of excitement, who are content to be 
paid ID money and smilGsfor doing what the spectators and auditors would 
t^B oalmmed o£ doing in their own persons, even if they bad the power o£ 
doing it ; and last, t^ probably worst of ail, who was known to be in tlic 
linbit of enlivening sooietiea which they wonld have scoraed to approach, 
■till more frequently than their own. with eloquence no leas Diugnifioent ; 
with wit, in all likelihood atill more daring ; often enongh, as tbe Buperiora 
whom he fronted wilbont alarm might have guessed from the beginning, 
muA had ore long uo occasion to guess, with wit pointed at themsel< 

Tlie farther wo remove from this scene, the more singular will 
it Beem to us : details of the exterior aspect of it are already full 
of interest. Most readers recollect Mr. Walker's personal inter- 
views with Bums as among the best passages of hia Narrative : 
a time will come when thie reminiscence of Sir Walter Scott's, 
Blight though it is, will also be precious : 

•Aa for BarDB,' writes Bir Walter, 'I may tmly say, YirgiHMm vuii 
taaUm. I was a lad of fifteen in 1786-7, wlicn be came Bret to Edinburgh, 
bat I'.ad seDse and reeling enough to be much intorested in bia poetry, and 
would hove givon the world to icnow him: but I liad very little acqunlnt- 
Bijce with any literary people, and still leas with the gentry of the west 
country, the two sets that be moat frequented. Hr. Thomas Oricrson was 
at that time a olerk of my father's. Ub knew Barns, and promised to 
aA hint to bis lodgings to dinner; bat Jisd no opportnnity to keep bis 
word ; Dlherwise I might hare s«eu moro of this distingoiahed man. As 
it was, i saw hiui one day at tbe late vonerabte rroreasor Ferguson's, 
where there were several genllemea of literary repntation, among whom 
1 TomomboFlheaalobntted Mr. Dngald Stewart. Of course, we youngsters 
•at sile:^;. looked and liateoed. The only thing I remember which was 
smatkalyie in Bums'a manner, was tho effect prodnoed upon him by a 
riut of Bunbiiry's, represeoting a soldier lying dead on the snow, bia dog 
tlin;; in mi«"ry on one aide, — en the other, his widow, with a child in bar 
icie liDDs were written beneath ; 
" Cold on CanadioD hills, or Uinden's plain. 
Perhaps Ihat mother wept her soldier slain ; 
Beat o'*r bar babe, her eye dissolved in dew. 
The big drops miagting with the milk be drew. 
Gam the sad premge of bis future yeara, 
Tbo child of misery baptised in tears." 

'Bnma wemed much alTeotod by the print, or rather by the ideas 
whioli it suifKested to his mind. Ileactunllf afaed tears. Heaelcd whoso 
lb* linM nerti and it chanced that nobody bat myself remembeiLvl that 
tfavy ocnuT in a half-foi^tlen poem of Langborae'a called by tbo nn- 
promising litis et "The Jastiee nf Peace." 1 whiapered my inforaintion 
to a friend preanat ; he mentioned it to Bnma, who rewarded me with n 
tnak and • wonl. which, though of mere civility, 1 then receircd and still 
rtioolUet with very great pleasara. 

* His p«raon was utrang and robust ; his manners ruslio, not clownish : 
a snrt of iligniQed plainnaBs and cimplioity, which received part of its 
eStot porhapa from one's knowledge of hii extiaordinnry inlents. llis 
(calures an nprtMntod In Ur. Xaamylh's piolara: bat to me it conveys 
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the idea that they are dimiulahed. as it seen in perspective. I think his 
countenance was more massive than it looks in any of the portraits. 1 
shonid bare taken the poet, had I not known what he was, for a vert- 
aagocioQi country farmer of tho old Scotch sohool, i. e. none of your modern 
agriculturists who keep labourers for their drudgery, but the douce gMdemau 
who held hia own plough. There was a strong oipressioii of aense and 
shrewdness in all his lineamenta ; the eye alone, 1 think, indicated th" 
poetical character and temperament. It was targe, and of a dark cnat, 
which glowed (I say literally utowtd) when ho spoke with feeling or 
iotcrest. I never taw inch another eye in a human head, thotigh I Iibvo 
seen the most diatinguished men of my time. Uts conversation expr^is^ 
perfect solf-cunGdence, without the sliglitest prcanrnptioD- Amoog the 
men who were the most learned of their time and country, he expra 
bimsBlf with perfect GrmneSB, but without tbe least intrusive forvrArdDi 
and when he diffeied in opinion, ho did not hesitate to express it fin, 
yet at the same time with modesty. I do not remember any part of 
conversation distinctly enough to be quoted ; nor did 1 ever see him . 
except in tbe street, where he did not recognise me, as I could not (_, 

he should. He was much caressed in Edinburgh : bat (considering w 

literary emoluments have been since hia day) the elTorts made let Us 
relief wore extremely trifling. 

' I remember, on this occasion I mention, I thought Buma's ooqi^^nl- 
ance with English poetry was rstber limited ; and also that, having twaatv 
times tbe abilities of Allan Bameay and of Ferguson, he talked of tbeui 
with too much humility as bis modola : there was doubtless nUionat 
predilection in hia estimate. 

' This is oil I can tell yon nbont Bums. I have only to add, that his 
dress corresponded with Ida manner, lie was like B fanner dressed in 
hia beat to dine with the laird. I do not speak xn tnalam partem, when I 
say, 1 never saw a man in company with his snperiora in station oi iof or- 
mation more perfectly free from either the reality or the aifectation cf 
embarrassment. I was told, but did not observe it, Ihat his address 
females was extremely deferential, and always with a turn either to 
pathetic or humorous, which engaged their attention porlicularly. I hi 
heard the late Dncheas of Gordon remark this. — I do not know anythi 
I can odd to theso recollections of forty years since.* 

The conduct of Eiims under this dazzling bhize of favonr; tho 
calm, unaffected, manly manner ia which he not only bore il, 
but estimated its value, has justly been regarded as the beat proof 
that could be given of his real vigour and integrity of mind. A 
little natural vanity, some touches of hypocritical modesty, somi' 
glimmerings of affectation, at least some fear of being tJiought 
affected, wo could liave pardoned in almost any man ; but no sucli 
indication is to be traced here. In his unexampled situation tJip 
young peasant ia not a moment perplexed ; so many strange lights 
do not confuse him, do not lead him astray. Nevertheless, we cannot 
but perceive that tliis winter did him great and lasting injury. A 
somewhat clearer knowledge of men's affiiira, scarcely of their 
characters, it did afford him ; but a sharper feeling of Fortune's 
unequal arrangements in their social destiny it also left with him. 
He had seen tho gay and gorgeous arena, in which the powerful 
are bom to play their parts ; nay hod himself stood in Uie midst of 
it ; and ho felt more bitterly than ever, that here he was but n 
looker-on, and had no part or lot in that splendid game. From 
this time a jealous indignant fear of social degradation takes 
possession of him ; and perverts, so far as aught could pervert, bis 
private contentment, and his feelings towards his richer fellows. 
It was clear to Bums that ho hod talent enough to make a fortune , 
or a himdred fortunes, could he but have rightly willed this ; it wds^ 
clear also that he willed something far different, and therefore could 
not make one. Unhappy it was that ho had not power to dioose 
the one, and reject the other; but must halt forever between two 
opinions, two objects ; making hampered advancement towards 
either. But so is it with many men : we 'long for the merchandise. 
yet would fain keep the price ; ' and bo stand cliaffering with Fat*, 
in vexatious altercation, till the night come, and out fair is ovor 1 

The Edinburgh Learned of that period were in general moro 
noted for clearness of head than for warmth of heart : with tbo 
exception of tho good old Blocklock, whose help was too ineffectual, 
scarcely one among them seems to have looked at Bums with ainy 
true sympathy, or indeed much otliorwiee than as at a highly cnrioos 
thing. By the great also he is treated in the customary fashion ; 
untertainei] at tlieir tables and dismis-sed: certain niodica of pudding 
and praise are, from time to time, gladly exchanged for the faacltu- 
tion of his presence ; wliicb exchange once effected, the bargain is 
finished, and each party goes hia several way. At the end of this 
Gtritnge season, Burns gloomily sums up his gains and losses, and 
mcililalus on the chaotic future. In money ho is somewhat richer ; 
iu fame and tho show of happiness, infinitely richer ; but ia tho 
sul)9tanco of it, as poor as ever. Nay poorer ; for hia heart is iiow 
maddened still more with the fever of worldly Ambition; and 



through long years the diseaso will rack him with unprofitahle 
GuffermgB, and weaken hia etiengUi for all true and iiohlui' aiusL 

Whot Burns was nest to do or to avoid ; bow a man so circum- 
stanced was now to guide himself towards hia true advantage, might 
at this point of time have lieen a question for the wisest. It was 
a ijucstion too, which apparently he was left altogether to answer 
for himself : of his learned or rich patrons it had not struck any 
individual to turn a thought on this so trivial matter. Without 
claiming for Bums the praise of perfect sagacity, wo must say, that 
his Excise and Farm scheme does not seom to us n very unreason- 
able one ; that we should he at a loss, even now, to suggest one 
decidedly better. Certain of his admirers have felt scandalised at 
hia ever resolving to gauge ; and would have had him lie at the 
pool, till the spirit of Patronage stirred the waters, that so, with 
one friendly plunge, all his sorrows might be healed. Unwise 
counaollors I They know not the manner of this spirit ; and how, 
in the lap of most golden dreams, a man might have happiness, 
were it not that in the interim he must die of hunger ! It reflects 
credit on the manliness and sound sense of Burns, that he felt so 
early on what ground ho was standing ; and preferred self-help, on 
the humblest scale, to dependence and inaction, though with hope 
of far more splendid possibilities. But even these possibilities were 
not rejected in liis scheme : he might expect, if it chanced tliat he 
htid any friend, to rise, in no long period, into something even like 
opulence and leisure ; while again, if it chanced that he had no 
friend, he could still live in security ; and for the rest, he ' did not 
intend to borrow honour from any profession,* We reckon that 
his plan was honest and well-calculated: all turned on the execution 
of it. Doubtless it failed; yet not, we believe, from any vice 
inherent in itself. Nay, after all, it was no failure of external 
means, but of internal, that overtook Bums. His was no bank- 
ruptcy of tlie purse, but of the soul ; to his last day, he owed no 
man anything. 

Meanwhile he begins well : with two good and wise actions, 
llis donation to his mother, munificent from a man whose ineoine 
had lately been seven pounds a-year, was worthy of him, and not 
more than worthy. Generous also, and worthy of him, was 
the treatment of the woman whose life's weUare now depended 
on his pleafiure. A friendly observer might have hoped serene 
days for h'm : his mind ia on the true road to peace with 
itself : what clearness he still wonts will be given as he proceeds ; 
for the best teacher of duties, that still he Him to us, is the Practice 
.if those we see and have at hand. Had the ' patrons of genius,' 
who could give him nothing, but taken nothing from him, at least 
nothing more ! The wounds of his heart would have healed, vulgar 
ambition would have died away. Toil and Frugolity would have 
been welcome, since Virtue dwelt with them ; and Poetry would 
have shone through them as of old : and ia her dear ethereal light, 
which was his own by birthright, ho might have looked doivn on 
his earthly destiny, and all its obstructions, not with patience only, 
but with love. 

But the patrons of genius would not have it so. Picturesque 
tourists,*^ all manner of fashionable danglers after literature, and, 
for worse, all manner of convivial Maicenases, hovered round him 
in hia retreat ; and his good as well as his weak qualities secured 
them influence over him. He was flattered by their notice ; and 
hifi warm social nature made it impossible for Lim to shake them 
off, and hold on his way apart from them. These men, as we 
believe, were proximately the means of his ruin. Not that they 
meant him any ill ; they only meant themselves a little good ; if 
he suffered harm, let Am look to it ! But they wasted his precious 
time and hia precious talent ; they disturbed his composure, broke 



* Thare ia one little elcetah bj oertain 'Englisb geDtlemen' ot thU 
class, which, though udoptei) in Corrie'i NarratiTB. and ainco theu repeated 
in DioBt others, wo have all along felt an iuvincible digposition to regard 
as tiuaginar; : ' On a rock that projected into the stream, the; saw a man 
eaiploj'ad in ncgling, of a tiiagalar appearance. He had a cap mada of 
foiskin on hia head, a Inoae EreHtooat flxed round him by a bolt, from 
which depended an enormoua Higliland brood-aword. It was Buma.' 
Now, wa rather think, it waa not Bums, For, to say nothing ot the fox- 
akin cap, the loose and qnite Uiberoian walchcoat with the belt, what ore 
we to make of this 'enormous Highland broad-sword' depending from him ? 
Uore eapecioll;, as there is no word of parish coQBtHblea on the outlook to 
Bee whelber, as Dennis phraaes it, be had an eye to hia own midriff or that 
of the public ! Bums, of all men, had the least Deed, and the least tendeocy, 
to (eek for disticctioD, either in his own eyes, or those of others by such 



down his returning habits of temperance and assiduous contented 
exertion. Their pampering waa baucful to him ; their cruelty, 
which soon followed, was equally baneful. The old gradge ugaiust 
Fortune's inequality awoke with new bitterness in thoii neighlnjur- 
hood ; and Btlrns had no retreat but to ' the Rock of Indepert Jeuc^' 
which ia but an air-castle after all, that looks well at a distance, 
but will screeu no one from real wind and wet. Flushed with 
irregular excitement, exasperated alternately by contempt uf others, 
and contempt of himself, Bums waa no longer regaining hia [loace 
of mind, but fast losing it forever. There was a hollowness at the 
heart of bis life, for his conscience did not now approve what ho 



Amid the vapours of unwise enjoyment, of bootless r 
and angry discontent with Fate, his true loadstar, a life of Poetiy, 
with Poverty, nay with Famine if it most be so, was too often 
altogether hidden from his eyes. And yet he sailed a sea, where 
without some such loadstar there was no right steering. Meteors 
of French Politics rise before him, but these were not kie ftara. 
Au accident this, which hastened, hut did not originate, his worst 
distresaes. In the mad contentions of that time, be comes in 
collision with certain official Superiors ; is wounded by them ; 
cruelly lacerated, we should say, could a dead mechanical imple- 
ment, in any case, be called cruel : and shrinks, in indignant pain, 
into deeper eelf-seclusion, into gloomier moodiness than ever. Uis 
life has now lost ita unity : it is a life of fragments ; led with little 
aim, beyond the melancholy one of secariug its own continuance, — 
in fits of wild false joy when each ofTei'ed, and of black des- 
pondency when they passed away. His character before the world 
begins to suffer : calumny is busy with bim ; for a miserable man 
makes more enemies than friends. Some faults he has fallen into, 
and a thousand misfortunes ; but deep criminality ia what he stands 
accused of, and they that are not without ain cast the first stonu 
at him ! For is he not a well-wisher to the French ICevolution, a 
Jacobin, and therefore in that one act gtiilty of all 1 These aceuaa- 
tione, political and moral, it has since appeared, wore false enough: 
but tbe world hesitated little to credit them. Nay his convivial 
MfEoenases Ibemselves were not the last to do it. There is reason 
to believe that, in his later years, the Dumfries Aristocracy had 
partly withdrawn themselves from Bums, us from a tainted person, 
no longer worthy of their acquaintance. That painful doss, 
stationed, in all provincial cities, behind the outmost breastwork 
of Gentihty, there to stand siege and do battle against the intru- 
sions of Grocerdom end Grozierdom, had actually seen dishonour 
in the society of Bums, and branded him with their veto ; had, 
as we vulgarly say, cut him ! "We find one passage in this Work 
of Mr. Lockhart's, which will not out of o' 
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Tiding into Dumfries ooe lino summer ei 
attend a, cocotj ball, ho saw Buma walking alone, on the 
shady side of the principal atreet of the town, while the oppotile aida 
was gay with sncopsaivo groups of gentlemen and ladies, all drawn 
together for the festiritiea of the night, not one of whom appeared will- 
ing to recognise htm. The horseman diimoimtcd, and joined Burns, wbu 
on his proposing to ccoea the street said : " Nay, nny, my jonug friei " 
that's all oyer now;" and quotod, after a pause, some ve ' ' 

Grizzel Baillie's pathetic baUad ; 

" His bonnet stood anoe fu' fair on his brow, 
Eia auld atie look'd better tbnn many nne's nei 
But now he lets 't wear ouy way it will bing, 
And casts himssll duwie upon the corn -bing. 
0, were we yonng as we anca hae been. 
We and hae been gallopping down on yon gree 
And linking it over the lily-white iea ! 
And uvrena iny btitrt light, 1 wud die." 






It was little in Buros's character to let his feo!ing<> oi 
efcapo in thie fashion. He, immodiutcly after lecitiog tuene reraes, 
lined the sprightliaeis of his most pleasing manner; and lakiug his 
□g friend home with bim, eatertained him very agrceabi; till iha 
r ot the IhiU oiiived.' 

Alas ! when wo tliink that Biuns now sleeps ' where bitter 
indignation can no longer lacerate his heart,* and that most of 
those fair dames and frizzled gentlemen already Ue at hU side, 
where the breastwork of gentihty is quite tlirown down, — who 

LTij «iii"o indinnafio tor <dleri«a lacerart neqvit. Swift's Epilapli. 
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would not sigh over the Lliin delusions and foolish toys that 
divide heart from heart, and make man uiimarcifiil to his 
brother I 

It was not now to be hoped that the geniua of Biirna would 
ever reach maturity, or acconiplish aught worthy ot itaelf. Hia 
iipirit was jarred in its melody ; not the soft btcath of natural 
feeling, but the rude hand of Fate, was now sweeping over the 
Etringa, And yet what harmony was in him, what music even 
in hia discords ! How the wild tonea hod a' charm for the 
simplest and the wisest ; and all men felt and knew that here 
also was one of the Gifted ! * If ho entered an inn at midnight, 
after all the inmates were in bed, the news of bis arrival cir- 
culated from the cellar to the garret ; and ere ten minutes 
had elapsed, the landlord and all his guests were assembled!' 
Some brief pure niomenta of poetic life were yet appointed him, 
in the composition of his Songs. We can understand how he 
grasped at this employment ; and how too, he spumed all other 
reward for it but what the labour itaelf brought him. For the 
soul of Bums, though scathed and marred, was yet living ii 
fidl moral strength, though sharply conscious of its errora and 
abasement - and here, in his destitution and degradation, was one 
act of seeming nobleness and aelf-dovotedness left even for him 
to perform. He felt too, that with all the 'thoughtless follies' 
that had ' laid liira low,' the world was unjust and cruel to him ; 
and he silently appealed to another and calmer time. N^ot 
hired soldier, but as a patriot, would he strive for the glor_ 
Ills country : ao he cast from bim the poor sixpence a-day, and 
served zealously as a volunteer. Let us not grudge him this last 
luxury of hia existance ; let him not have appealed to us in vain ! 
The money was not necessary to him ; he struggled through with- 
out it : long since, these guineas would have been gone, and now 
the high-mindedness of refusing them will plead for bim in all 
hearts forever. 

We are here arrived at the crisis of Bums's life ; for matters 
had DOW taken sueh a shape with him as could not long continue. 
If improvement was not to be looked for, Nature could only for 
a limited time maintain this dark and maddening warfare against 
the world and itself. We are not medically informed whether 
any continuance of years was, at this period, probable for Burns ; 
whether his death is to he looked on as in some sense en acci- 
dental event, or only as the natural consequence of the long 
series of events that had preceded. The latter eecms to he the 
likelier opinion ; and yet it is by no means a certain one. At all 
events, as we have said, gome change could not be very distant. 
Throe gates ot deliverance, it seems to 11s, were open for Bums : 
clear poetical activity; madness; or death. The first, with 
longer life, was still possible, though not probable ; for physical 
c.-iuses ivere beginning to be concerned in it : and yet Bnms bad 
an iron resolution; could he but have seen and felt, that not 
only his highest glory, hut bis first duty, and the true medicine 
for all hia woes, lay here. The second was still less probable ; 
for his mind was ever among the clearest and firmest So the 
milder third gate was opened for him : and he passed, not softly 
yet speedily, into that still country, where the haii-storroa and 
lire-ehoweis do not reach, and the heaviest-laden wayfarer at 
length lays down his load ! 

Contemplating this sod end of Bums, and how he aank 
unaided by any real help, uncheered by any wise sympathy, 
generous minds have sometimes figured to themselves, with a 
ri-proacbful sorrow, that much might have been done for lum ; 
that by counsel, true affection and friendly ministrations, lie 
might have been saved to himself and the world. We question 
whether there is not more tenderness of heart than soundness 
ot judgment in these suggestions. It seems dubious to us 
whether the richest, wisest, most benevolent individual could 
have lent Bums any effectual help. Counsel, which seldom 
jirofita any one, he did not need ; in his understanding, he knew 
llio right from the wrong, as well porliaps as any man ever did ; 
but the persuasion, which would have availed bim, lies not so 
much in the head as in the heart, where no argument or ex- 
postulation conld bnve assisted much Ut implant it. As to money 
again, we do not believe that this was his essential want; or 
well see how any private man could, even presupjjosing Bums's 
coQMDt, have bestowed on him an independent fortune, with 



much prosp'ct of decisive advantage. It is a mortifying truth, 
that two men in any rank of society, could hardly he found 
virtuous enough to give money, and to take it as a necesaaiy 
gift, without iujury to the moral entireness of one or both. T ' 
BO stands tlie tact : Friendship, in the old heroic sense of tl 
term, no longer exists ; except in the cases of kindred or oth< 
legal affinity, it is in reality no longer expected, or recognised 
a virtue among men. A close observer of manners has pro- 
nounced 'Patronage,' that is, pecuiuary or other economic fur- 
therance, to be ' twice cursed ;' cursing him that gives, and him 
that takes 1 And thus, in regard to outward matters also, it hsa 
become the rule, as in regard to inward it always was and moat 
he the rule, that no one shall look for effectual help to another 
hut that each shall rest contented with what help he can afford 
himself. Such, we say, is the principle of modem Honour 
naturally enough growing out of that sentiment of Pride, whit 
we inculcate and encourage as the basis of our whole aocii 
morality, Many a poet has been poorer than Bui 
one was ever prouder: we may question whether, without greati 
precautions, even a pension from Royalty would not have galled^ 
and encumbered, more than actually assisted him. 

Still less, therefore, ate we disposed to join with another 
class of Burns's admirers, who accuse the higher ranks among 
us of having ruined Bums by their selfish neglect of him. We 
have already atated our doubts whether direct pecuniary help, 
had it been offered, would have been accepted, or could have 
proved very effectual We shall readily admit, however, that 
much was to he done for Bums ; that many a poisoned arrow 
might have been warded from his bosom ; many an entangle- 
ment in his path cut asunder hy the hand of the powerful ; and 
light and heat, shed on him from high places, would have made 
his humble atmosphere more genial ; and the softest heart then 
breathing might have lived and died with some fewer pangs. 
Nay, wo shall grant farther, and for Buros it is granting much, 
that, with all his pride, he would have thanked, even wiUi 
exaggerated gratitude, any one who had cordially befriended 
him : patronage, unless once cursed, needed not to have been 
twice BO. At all events, the poor promotion he desired in 
his calling might have been granted : it was his own scheme, 
therefore likelier than any other to be of service. All this il 
might have been a luxury, nay it was a duty, for our nobility to 
have done. No part of all this, however, did any of them do ; or 
apparently attempt, or wish to do : ao much is granted t^ainpit 
them. But what then is the amount of their blame 1 Simply 
that they were men of the world, and walked by the principles of 
such men ; that they treated Bums, as other nobles and other 
commoners had done other poets ; as the English did Sliakespeare ; 
as King Charles and his Cavaliers did Butler, as King Philip and 
his Grandees did Cervantes. Do men gather grapes of thorns ; 
or shall we cut down our thorns for yielding only a fence and 
haws 1 How, indeed, could the ' nobility and gentry of his native 
land' hold out any help to this ' Scottish Bard, proud of his nama 
and country '1 Were the nobility and gentry so much as able 
rightly to help tbemselves 1 Had they not their game to preserve ; 
their borough interests to strengthen ; dinners, therefore, of vnriouo 
kinds to eat and give 1 Were their means more than adequate to 
all this business, or less than adequate 1 Less than adequate, in 
general j few of them in reality wore richer than Bums ; many of 
them were poorer ; for sometimes they had to wring their supplies. 
as with thumbscrews, from the hard hand ; and, in their need of 
guineas, to forget their duty of mercy ; which Bums was never 
reduced to do, Let ub pity and torgive them. The game they 
preserved and shot, the dinners tbey ate and gave, the borough 
interests they strengthened, the lUtle Babylons they severally 
builded by the glory of their might, are all melted or melting 
back into the primeval Chaos, as man's merely selfish endeavours 
are fated to do : and here was an action, extending, in virtue of 
its worldly influence, we may say, through all lime ; in virtue of 
its moral nature, beyond all time, being immortal as the Spirit of 
Goodness itself ; this action was offered them to do, and light was 
not given them to do it Let ua pity and forgive them. But 
better than pity, let us go and do aihenritf. Human suffering 
did not end with the life of Bums; neither was the solemn 
mandate, ' Love one auollier, bear one another's burdens,' given 
to the rich only, but to all men. True, we shall find no Buuw 
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to reliflTe, to assuage by our aid or out pity ; but ctlestial natures, 
groaning unilct llie fardels of a weary life, we shall still find ; and 
that wretchedness which Fate has rendered voiceless and tunelcee 
is not the least wretched, but the most. 

Still, we do not think that the blame of Bums'a failure lies 
chiefly with the world. The world, it seems to us, treated him 
with more rather than with less Idndness than it usually shows 
to such men. It has ever, we fear, shown but small favour to its 
Teachers t hunger and nakedneaa, perils and revilings, the prison, 
the cross, the poison-cbalice have, in moat times and countries, 
Ijeen the market-price it has offered for Wisdom, the welcome 
with which it has greeted those who have come to enlighten and 
purify it. Homer and Socrates, and the Christian Apostles, belong 
to old days ; but the world's Martyrology was not completed 
with these. Roger Bacon and Galileo languish in priestly dun- 
geons ; Tasso pines in the cell of a madhouse ; Camoens dies 
begging on the streets of Lisbon. So neglected, so ' persecuted 
they the Prophets,' not in Judea only, but in all places where 
men have been. We reckon that every poet of Burns's order is, 
or should he, a prophet and teacher to his age ; that he has no 
right to expect great kindness from it, but rather is bound to do 
it great kindness ; that Bums, in particular, experienced fully the 
usual proportion of the world's goodness ; and that the blame of 
his failure, as we have said, lies not chiefly with the world. 

Where, then, does it liel We are forced to answer : With 
himself ; it is his inward, not his outward misfortunes that bring 
him to the dust. Seldom, indeed, is it otherwise ; seldom is a 
life momlly wrecked but the grand cause lies in some internal 
mal-arrsngement, some want less of good fortune than of good 
guidance. Nature fashions no creature without implanting in it 
the strength needful for its action and duration ; least of all docs 
she so neglect her masterpiece and darling, the poetic soul. Xeither 
can we believe that it is in the power of any external circumstances 
utterly to ruin the mind of a man ; nay, if proper wisdom be given 
him, even so much as to affect its essential health and beauty. 
'Rie sternest sura-total of oil worldly misfortunes is Death; 
nothing more can lie in the cup of human woe : yet many men, 
in all &gea, have triumphed over Death, and led it captive ; con- 
verting its physical victory into a moral victory for themselves, 
into a seal and immortal consecration for all that theii past life 
had achieved. What has been done, may be done again : nay, it 
is but the degree and not the kind of such heroism that differs in 
different seasons ; for without some portion of this spirit, not of 
boisterous daring, but of silent fearlessness, of Self-denial in all 
ito forms, no good man, in any scene ot time, has ever attained to 
be good. 

We have already stated the error of Bums ; and mourned over 
it, rather than blamed it. It was the want of unity in his pur- 
poses, of consistency in bis aims ; the hapless attempt to mingle 
in friendly union the common spirit of the world with the spirit 
of poetry, which is of a far different and altogether irrecon citable 
nature. Bums was nothing wholly, and Burns could be nothing, 
no man formed as he was can be anything, by halves. The heart, 
not of a mere hoUblooded, popular Versemonger, or poetical 
Restaurateur, hut of a true Poet and Singer, worthy of the old 
religious heroic times, had been given him: and be fell in an ago, 
not of hecoitim and religion, but of scepticism, selfishness, and 
triviality, when true Uobleness was little understood, and its place 
supplied by a hollow, dissocial, altogether barren and unfruitful 
principle of Pride, The influences of that age, his open, kind, 
susceptible nature, to say nothing of his highly untoward situation, 
mode it more than usually difficult for him to cast aside, or rightly 
subordinate ; the better spirit that was within him ever sternly 
demanded its rights, its supremacy : he spent his life in endeavo^^ 
ing to reconcile these two ; and lost it, as be must lose it, without 
reconciling them. 

Burns was bora poor ; and bora also to continue poor, for he 
would not endeavour to be otherwise ; this it had been well could 
he have once tor all admitted, and considered as finally settled. 
He was poor, truly; but hundreds even of his own class and 
fl^le^of minds have been poorer, yet have suffered nothing deadly 
from it ; nay, his own Father bad a far sorer battle with un- 
grateful destiny than his was ; and ho did not yield to it, but 
died courageously warring, and to all moral intents prevailing, 
against it. True, Burns had little means, had even little time 



for poetry, his only real pursuit and vocation ; but bo much the 
more precious was what little he had. In all these external 
respects his case was hard i butvery far from the hardest. Poverty, 
incessant drudgery and much worse evils, it has often been the lot 
of Poets and wise men to strive with, and their glory to conquer. 
Locke was banished as a traitor; and wrote liis E^gayon the Human 
Understanding sheltering himself in a Dutch garret. Was Milton 
rich or at his ease when he composed ParadUe Lost i Hot only 
low, but fallen from a height ; not only poor, but impoverished ; 
in darkness and with dangers compassed round, he sang his 
immortal song, and found fit audience, though few. Did not 
Cervantes finish his work, a maimed soldier and in prison 1 Nay. 
was not the Araucana, which Spain acknowledges as its Epic, 
written without even the aid of paper ; on scraps of leather, as 
the stout fighter and voyager snatched any moment from thai 
wild warfare 1 

And what, then, had these men, which Burns wanted 1 Two 
things ; both which, it seems to us, are indispensable for such 
men. They had a true, religious principle of morals ; and a single, 
not a double aim in their activity. They were not self-seekeis and 
self -worshippers ; but seekers and worshippers of something far 
better than Self. Not personal enjoyment was their object ; but 
a high, heroic idea of Religion, of Patriotism, of heaveidy Wisdom, 
in one or the other form, ever hovered before them ; in which 
cause they neither shrank from suffering, nor called on the earth 
to witness it as something wonderful ; but patiently endured, 
counting it blessedness enough so to spend and be spent. Thus 
the ' golden-calf of Self-love,' however curiously carved, was not 
their Deity; but the Invisible Goodness, which alone is man's 
reasonable service. This feeling was as a celestial fountain, whose 
streams refreshed into gladness and beauty all the provinces of 
their otherwise too desolate existence. In a word, they willed one 
thing, to which all other things were subordinated and made sub- 
servient ; and therefore they accomphshed it. The wedge will 
rend rocks ; but its edge must be sharp and single : if it be double, 
the wedge is bruised in pieces and will rend nothing. 

Fart of this superiority these men owed to their age ; in which 
heroism and dovotodness were still practised, or at least not yet 
disbeheved in ; but much of it likewise they owed to themselves. 
With Burns, again, it was different. His morality, in moat of its 
practical points, ia that of a mere worldly man ; eryoyment, in a 
finer or coarser shape, is the only thing he longs and strives for. 
A noble instinct sometimes raises him above this ; but an instinct 
only, and acting only for moments. Ue has no Religion ; in the 
shallow age, where his days were cast, Religion was not dis- 
criminated from the New and Old Light/onro of Religion ; and 
was, with these, becoming obsolete in the minds of men. His 
heart, indeed, is alive with a trembling adoration, but there is no 
temple in his understanding. He lives in darkness and in the 
shadow of doubt. Hitj religion, at best, is an anxious wish ; like 
that of Rabelais, ' a great Perhaps.' 

He loved Poetry warmly, and in bis heart ; could he but 
have loved it purely, and with hia whole undivided heart, it had 
been well For Poetry, as Bums could have followed it, is but 
another form of Wisdom, of Religion : is itself Wisdom and 
Religion. But this also was denied him. His poetry is a stray 
vc^rant gleam, which wUl not be extinguished within him, yet 
rises not to ho the true light of his path, but is often a wildfire 
that misleads him. It was not necessary for Bums to be rich, 
to be, or to seem, ' independent ; ' hut it viaa necessary for him 
to be at one with his own heart ; to place what was highest in 
his nature highest also in his life ; ' to seek within himself for 
that consistency and sequence, which external events would 
forever refuse him.' Ho was bom a poet; poetry was the celes- 
tial element of his being, and should have been the soul of his 
whole endeavours. Lifted into that serene ether, whither he had 
wings given him to mount, he would have needed no other 
elevation : poverty, neglect, and all evil, save the desecration of 
himself and his Art, were a small matter to him ; the pride and 
the passions of the world lay far beneath his feet ; and ho looked 
down alike on noble and slave, on prince and beggar, and all 
that wore the stamp of man, with clear recognition, with 
brotherly affection, with sympathy, with pity. Nay, we question 
whether for his culture as a Poet poverty and much suffering for 
a season were not absolutely advantageous. Great men, ' 
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ing hank nvcr tlieir lives, have tosLi6ed to that effect. ' I would 
not fur niiicli,' says Joan Faul, 'that I hod been, born richer.' 
And yet Paol'a birth was poor enough; for, in another place, 
honddn: 'The prisoDer's allowance is bread and water; ami I 
h»d often only the latter.' £ut the gold that is refined in the 
hottest famacs cornea out the purest ; or, as he has himself 
expressed it, ' the canary-bird sings sweeter the longer it has 
been truned in a darkened cage.' 

A man like Bums might have divided his horns between 
poetry and virtuous industry; industry which all true feeling 
sanctions, nay prescribes, and which has a beauty, for that cause, 
beyond the poinp of thrones : but to divide his hours between 
poetry and rich men's banquets was au ili-r<tarred and inauspicious 
attempt. How could he be at ease at such banquets] What 
had he to do there, mingling his raosio with the coarse roar of 
altogether earthly voices ; brightening the thick smoke of intoxi- 
cation with fire lent him from heaven 9 Was it his aim to enjtjy 
life ! To-morrow he must go drudge as an Exciseman ! We 
wonder not tliat Bums became moody, indignant, and at times an 
offender against certain rules of society ; but rather that he did 
not grow utterly frantic, and run amuek against them all. How 
could a man, so falsely placed, by his own or others' fault, ever 
know contentment or peaceable diligence for an hourl What he 
did, under such perverse guidance, and what he forbore to do, 
alike fill us with astonishment at the natural strength and wortli 
of his character. 

Doubtless there was a remedy for this perversenesa ; but not 
in others ; only in himself ; least of all in simple increase of 
wealth and worldly 'respectability.' We hope we have now 
heard enough about the efficacy of wealth for poetry, and to 
make poets happy. Nay, have we not seen another instance of 
it in these very daysl Byron, a man of an endowment consider- 
ably lees ethereal than that of Burns, is bom in the rank not of a 
Scottish ploughman, but of an English peer : the highest worldly 
liononrs, the fairest worldly career, are his by inheritance ; the 
richest harvest of fame he soon reaps, in another province, by hia 
own hand. And what does all this avail him I Is he happy, 
is ho good, is he true 1 Alas, ho has a poet's soul, and strives 
towards the Infinite and the Eternal ; and soon feels that all 
tJiis is but mounting to the housetop to reach the stars ! Like 
Bums, he is only a proud man ; might, like him, have ' purchased 
a pocket-copy of Milton to study the character of Satan;' for 
Satan la also Byron's grand exemplar, the hero of his poetry, and 
the model apparently of hia conduct. As in Bums's case too, 
the celestial element will not mingle with the clay of earth ; both 
poet and man of the world he must not be ; vulgar Ambition '^vill 
not live kindly with poetic Adoration ; he cannot serve God and 
Mammon. Byron, like Bums, is not happy ; nay, he is the 
most wretched of all men. Hia life is falsely arronged : the fire 
that is in him is not a strong, still, central lire, warming into 
teauty the products of a world ; but it is the mad Cro of a 
volcano; and now — wo look sadly into the ashes of a crater, 
which ore long vnil fill itself with snow ! 

Byron and Bums were sent forth as missionaries to their 
generation, to teach it a higher Doctrine, a purer Truth ; they 
had a message to deliver, which left them no rest till it was 
■ocomplished ; in dim throes of pain, this divine behest lay 
■mouldering within them ; for they knew not what it meant, and 
felt it only in mysterious anticipation, and they had to die with- 
out articulately uttering it They are in the camp of tlio Uncou' 
verted ; yet not as high messengers of rigorous though benignant 
trath, but as soft Haltering singere, and in pleasant fellowship 
will they live there : they are first adulated, then persecuted ; 
they aceomplish little for others ; they find no peace for them- 
■alves, but only death and the peace of the grave. Wo confess, 
it is not without a certain mournful awe tliat we view the fate of 
theae noble souls, so richly gifted, yet ruined to so little purpose 
irith all their gifta. It seems to us there ia a stem moral taught 
ia thia piece of history, — tieici^ told us in our own time ! Surely 
n ol like ganius, if there be any such, it coiriea with it 




lesson of deep impressive significance. Surely it would becoma 
such a man, furnished for -the highest of all enterprises, that of 
being the Foet of his Age, to consider well what it is that he 
attempts, and in what spirit he attempts it. For the words uf 
Milton ore trae in all times, and were never truer than in this ; 
' He who would writ« heroic poems must make bis whole Ufa a 
heroic poem.' If he cannot first so make his life, then let hii^ 
hasten from this arena ; for neither its lofty glories, nor its f ei " " 
perils, are fit for him. Let him dwindle into a modish hi 
monger; let him worship and beaing the idols of the tine, 
the time will not fail to rewonl him. If, indeed, he can en< 
to live in that capacity I Byron and liuma could not live as idol- 
priests, but the fire of their own hearts consumed them ; and 
better it was for them that they could not. For it is not in tU» 
favour of the great or of the small, but in a hfe of truth, and 
the inexpugnable citadel of his own soul, that a Byion'c 
Bums's strength must lie. Let the great stand aloof from liimj 
know how to reverence him. Beautiful is the union of wea^ _ 
with favour and furtherance tor literature; like the costlioBb 
flower-jar enclosing the loveliest amaranth. Yet let not tho 
relation be mistaken. A true poet is not one whom they can hirw 
by money or flattery to be a minister of their pleasures, their 
writer of occasional verses, their purveyor of tablo-wit ; he cannot 
be tlieir menial, he cannot even be their partisan. At tho peril 
of both parties, let no such union be attempted ! Will a Courser 
of the Sun work softly in the harness of a Dray-horaet His 
hoofs are of fire, and his path is through tho heavens, bringing 
light to all lands ; will he lumber on mud highways, dragging al& 
for earthly appetites from door to door ) 

But we must stop short in these considerations, which would 
lead us to boundlcsa lengths. We had something to say on tha- 
public moral character of Bums ; but this we must also forbear. 
We are far from regarding him as guilty before the world, aa 
guiltier than the average ; nay from doubting that he ia leas guilty 
than one of ten thousand. Tried at a tribunal far more ri^id 
than that where the Ptebiseila of common civic reputations aro 
pronounced, be has seemed to us even there less worthy of blame 
than of pity and wonder. But the world is habitually unjust iii 
its judgments of such men ; unjust on many grounds, of whiclk 
this one may be stated aa the substance : It decides, like a court 
of law, by dead statutes ; and not positively but negatively, less 
on what is done right, than on what is or is Uot done wrong. Kot 
the few inches of deflection from the mathematical orbit, whieli 
are so easily measured, but the ratio of these to the wholo 
diameter, constitutes the real aberration. This orbit may bo a 
planet's, its diameter the breadth of the solar system ; or it may 
he a city hippodrome; nay the circle of a ginhorse, its diameter a 
score of feet or paces. But the inches of deflection only oxo 
measured : and it is assumed that the diameter of the ginhoi " 
and that of the planet, will yield iho same ratio when compai 
with them I Here lies tho root of many a blind, cruel condeiu: 
tion of Burnses, Swifts, Eousseaua, which one never listena 
with approval. Granted, the ship comes into harboni wil 
shrouds and tackle damaged; the pilot is blameworthy; ha 
not been all- wise and all-powerful : but to know hoie blamew< 
tell us first whether his voyage has been round the Globe, or 
to Ramsgate and the Isle of Dogs. 

With our readers in general, with men of right feeling any- 
where, we are not rcijuired to plead for Burns. In pitying admira- 
tion he lies enshrined in all our hearts, in a far nobler mauaolai 
than that one of marble ; neither will his Works, 
are, pass away from tho memory of men. While the Shakei 

and Miltons roll on like mighty rivers through the country 

Thought, bearing fleets of traUickers and assiduous peoil-Gslisn 
on their waves ; thia little Valclusa Fountain will also arrest our 
eye : for this also is of Nature's own and most cuiming work- 
manship, bursts from the depths of the earth, with a full guobing 
current, into the light of day ; and often nil! the traveller lum 
aside to drink of ila dear waters, and muse among its locks and 
pines. 
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jEsop'a Fly, Bitting on the axle of tho chariot, has been much 
laughed at for ejcclttiming : What a dust I do raise ! Yet whidi of 
ua, in hifl way, lias not aometimea been guilty of the like I Nay, 
80 foolish sro man, they often, standing at ease and as epectatora 
on the highway, will volunteer to eKcJaim of the Fly (not being 
tempted to it, as ?ie was) exactly to the same pnrport : What a 
<iu3t thou dost raise ! Smallest of mortals, when mounted aloft 
hy circnmBtancea, come to soem great; amalleat of phenomena 
cimnected with them are treated as important, and must bo 
sedulously scanned, and commented upon with loud emphasis. 

That Mr. Croker ahould undertake to edit BoxmeU'g Life of 
Johnson, was a praiseworthy hut no miraculous procedure ; neither 
could the accomplishment of such undertaking be, in an epoch like 
ours, anywise regarded as an erent in Universal History; the 
right or the wrong accnmiilishment thereof was, in very truth, one 
of the moat insignificant of things. However, it sot in a great 
environment, on the axle of a higli, fast-rolling, parliamentary 
«hariot ; and all the world has exclaimed over it, and the author 
of it : What a dust thou dost raise ! List to the Reviews, and 
'Cleans of Public Opinion.'from the iVufionoi OmniftiM upwards ; 
criticisms, vitupenvtiva and laudatory, stream from their thousand 
throats of brass and of leather; here chanting lo-paai' \ there I 
grating harsh thunder or vehement ahrewraouae squeaklets ; till 
the general eat is filled, and nigh deafened. Boawell's Book had 
a noiseless birth, compared with this Edition of Boawell's Book. 
On the other hand, consider with what degree of tumult Paradua 
Loal and the Hiad were ushered in ! 

To swell such clamour, or prolong it heyond the time, scorns 
nowise our vocation here. At most, perhaps, wo are Iwund to 
inform aimplo readers, with all possible brevity, what n 
performance and Edition thia is ; especially, whether, in our poor 
judgment, it is worth laying out three pounds sterling upon, yea 
or not The whole business belongs distinctly to the lower ranks 
of tiie trivial class. 

Let OS admit, then, with great readiness, that as Johnson 
said, and tho Editor repeals, 'all works which describe mar 
require notes in sixty or seventy years, or less ;' that, accordingly, 
a new Edition of Boswell was desirable ; and that Jlr. Croker has 
given one. For this task he had various qualifications ; his own 
voluntary resolution to do it ; his high place m society, unlocking 
«11 manner of archives to him; not leas, perhaps, a certain 
nnecdotico-biographic turn of mind, natural or acquired ; we mean 
a love for the miniUer events of History, and talont for investi- 
gating those. Let us admit too, that he has been very diligent ; 
seems to have made inquiries perseveringly far and near ; as well 
as drawn freely from his own ample stores ; and so tolls us, to 
appearance quite accurately, much that lie has not found lying on 
the highways, but has had to seek and dig for. Numerous persons, 
chiefly of quality, rise to view in these Notes; when and also 
where they came into this world, received office or promotion, died 
and were buried (only what they did, cKcept digest, remaining often 
too mysterious),— is faithfully enough set down. Whereby all 
that their various and doubtless widely-scattered Tombstones could 
have taught us, is here presented, at once, in a bound Book. 
Thus is an indubitable conquest, though a small one, gained over 
our great enemy, the all-desttoyer Time ; and as such shall have 
welcome. 

Nay, let us say that the spirit of Diligence, exhibited in this 
department, seems to attend the Editor honeetly throughout; he 
keeps everywhere a watchful outlook on his Text ; reconciling the 
distant with the present, or at least indicating and regretting their 
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iireconcilahility ; elucidating, smoothing down ; in all vaya 
exercising, according to abilil^, a strict editorial superintendence. 
Any little Latin or even Ureek phrase ia rendered into English, in 
general with perfect accuracy; citations are verified, or else corrected. 
Un all hands, moreover, there is a certain spirit of Decency maia- 
tninod and insisted on ; if not good morals, yet good manners, are 
rigidly inculcated ; if not Beltgion, and a devout Christian heart, 
yet Orthodoxy, and a cleanly Shovel-hatted look, — which, as 
compared with flat Nothing, is something very considerable. 
Grant too, as no contemptible triumph of this latter spirit, that 
though the Editor is known as a decided Politician and Party-man, 
he has carefully subdued all temptations to transgress in that way : 
except by quite involuntary indications, and rather as it were the 
pervading temper of the whole, you could not discover on which 
side of tho Political Warfare he is enlisted and fights. Thia, as 
wo said, is a great triumph of the Decency-principle : for this^ 
and for these other graces and performances, let the Editor have 
all praise. 

Herewith, however, must tho praise unfortunately terminate. 
Diligence, Fidelity, Decency, are good and indispensable : yet, 
without Faculty, without Light, they will not do the work. 
Along with that Tombstone-information, perhaps even without 
much of it, we could have liked to gain aome answer, in one way 
ot other, to this wide question ; What and how was Engii^h Life 
in Johnson's time ; wherein haa ours grown to differ therefrom 1 
In other words : What things have we to forget, what to fanoy 
and remember, before wc, from such distance, can put ourselves 
in 3 ohn&ou' a place ; and so, in the full sense of the term, under- 
e/uTul him, his sayings and hie doings 1 This was indeed specially 
the problem which a Commentator and Editor had to solve : a 
complete solution of it should have lain in him, his whole mind 
should hsve been filled and prepared with perfect insight into it ; 
then, whether in the way of express Dissertation, of incidental 
Exposition and Indication, opportunities enough would hava 
occurred of bringing out the same ; what was dark in the figure 
of the Past had tlierehy been enlightened ; Boswell had, not in 
show and word only, but in very fact, been made new again, 
readahls to us who are divided from him, even as he was to those 
close at hand. Of all which very little has been attempted here ; 
accomplished, wo ahould say, next to nothing, or altogether nothing. 
Excuse, no doubt, is in readinesa for such omission ; and, 
indeed, for innumerable other failinga ; — as where, for example, 
the Editor will punctually explain what is already sun-clear ; and 
then anon, not without frankness, declare frequently enough that 
' the Editor does not understand,' that ' the Editor cannot guess,' 
— while, for most part, the Reader cannot help both guessing and 
seeing. Thus, if Johnson say, in one sentence, that ' English 
names should not be used in Latin verses ;' and then, in tlie next 
sentence, speak blaiuingly of ' Carteret being used as a dactyl,' 
will the generality of mortals detect any puzzle there t Or again, 
where poor Boswell writes : ' I always remember a remark made 
to mo by a Turkish lady, educated in France : " Ma fot, rmnmeur, 
noire boiilieur depend ile la /a;on que notre mng eircu/e;"' — 
though tho Turkish lady here speaks English-French, where is 
the call for a Note like this : ' Mr. Boswell no doubt fancied thesa 
words had some meaning, or he would hardly have quoted them : 
but what that meaning is, the Editor cannot guess '1 The Editor 
clearly no witch at a riddle. — For these and all kindred de- 
ficiencies the excuae, as we said, is at hand ; but the fact of their 
existence is not the less certain and regrettable. 

Indeed it, from a very early stage of tho businesa, beconwa 
alBiotively apparent, how much the Editor, bo well furnished 
with all external appliancea and means, is from within unfurnished 
with means for forming to himself any just notion of Johnson, 
or of Johnson's Life ; and therefore of speaking on that subject 
with much hojie of edifying. Too lightly ia it from the fiat 
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talcGD for grantcj that Hunger, the great basis of otir life, ia 
its apex ami uUimato perfeclion ; tliat na ' Keediaesa and Greedi- 
ness and VainglorY ' are the chief qaalilies of most men, so no 
man, not even a Jolmson, acts or can think of acting on any 
other prineiplo. "Whatsoever, therefore, cannot he referred to 
the two former categories (Need and Greed), is without scruple 
ranged under the latter. It is here properly that our Editor be- 
comes burdensome ; und, to tho weaker sort, even a ncisance. 
' What good ia it,' will such cry, ' when we had still some faint 
shadow of belief that man was better than a selfish Digesting- 
machine, what good is it to poke in, at every turn, and explain 
how tliia and that which we ihought noble in old Samuel, waa 
vulgar, base ; that for him too there was no reality hut ia the 
Stomach ; and except Pudding, and the finer species of pudding 
which ia named Praise, life had no pahidum ) \Vhy, for instance, 
when we know that Johnson loved his good Wife, and says 
espressly that their marriage was " a love-match on both sides," — 
ehould two closed lips open to toll as only this 1—" Is it not possible 
that the obvious advantage of having a woman of experience to 
snperintend an estahlishment of this kind (the Edial School) 
may have contributed to a match so disproportionate in point of 
^e. — Ed.'T Or again when, in the Text, the honest cynic 
ppeaks freely of his former poverty, and it is known that he 
once lived on fourpence-halfpenny a-day, — need a Commentator 
advance, and comment thus I— 'When we find Dr. Johnson tell 
unpleasant truths to, or of, other man,' let us recollect that he 
does not appear to have spared himself, on occasions in which 
he might he forgiven for doing so.' 'Why in short,' continues 
the exasperated Reader, 'should Notes of this species stand 
affronting me, when there might have been no Note at all) ' — 
Gentle Header, we answer, be not wroth. What other could an 
honest Commentator do, than give thee the best he had 5 Such 
was the picture and theorem he had fashioned for himself of tho 
world and of man's doings therein : take it, and draw wise 
inferences from it. If there did exist a Leader of Public Opinion, 
and Champion of Orthodoxy in the Church of Jesus of Nazareth, 
who reckoned that man's glory consisted in not being poor; 
and that a Sage, and Prophet of his time, must needs blush 
because the worhl had paid him at that easy rata of fourpence- 
haXf^na-ay per diem, — ^was not the fact of such existence worth 
knowing, worth considering 1 

Of a much milder hue, yet to us practically of an all-defacing, 
and for the present enterprise quite ruinous character, — ia another 
grand fundamental failing ; the last we shall feel ourselves obliged 
to take the pain of specifying here. It is, that our Editor has 
fatally, and almost surprbingly, mistaken the limits of an Editor's 
function ; and so, instead of working on the margin with his 
Pen, to elucidate as best might be, strikes boldly into the body 
of the page with his Scissors, and there clips at discretion I Four 
Books Mr. C. had by iiim, wherefrom to gather light for the fifth, 
which was Boswall's, What does he do but now, in the plaoidest 
manner, — slit the whole five into slips, and sow these together 
into a Kxtam quid, exactly at his own convenience ; giving 
Boawell the credit of the whole ! By what art-magic, our readers 
ask, haa he united them 1 By the simplest of all ; by Brackets. 
Never before was the full virtue of the Bracket made manifest. 
Ton begin a sentence under Boswoll's guidance, thinking to he 
carried liappily through it by the same : hut no ; in the middle, 
perhaps after yoor semicolon, and some consequent ' for,'^ — starts 
up one of these Bracket-ligatures, and stitches you in from half 
a page to twenty or thirty pagea of a Hawkins, Tyers, Murphy, 
Pioza j 80 that oft«n one must make the old sad reflection, 
Where we arc, we know ; whither we are going, no man knowoth 1 
tt is truly Htid also : There is much between the cnp and the lip ; 
but here the case is still sadder ; for not till after consideration 
rAD you ascertain, now when tho cup ia at the lip, what liquor it 
is yon are imbibing ; whether BobwcH's French wine which you 
began with, or some Piozzi's ginger-beer, or Hawkins's entire, or 
[lerhaps some other great Brewer's penny-swipes or even alegar, 
which haa been surreptitiously sulmtitiited instead thereof. A 
•itnation almost original ; not to be tried a second time I But, 
in fine, what ideas Mr. Croker entertains of a literary ichole and 
ths thing called Book, and bow the very Printer's Devib did not 
riw is mutiny against such a conglomeration as this, and refuse 
to print it, — may remain a problem. 



And now happily our say is said. All faults, the Moralists 
tell u?, are properly shortcomings; crimes themselves are iiotliin" 
other than a not doing enough; a fighting, but with defective 
vigour. How much more a mere insuHiciency, anil this after 
good efforts, in handicraft practice 1 Mr. Croker says : ' Thft 
worst that can liappan is that all the present Editor has con- 
tributed may, if the reader so pleases, be rejected as surplum'/e.' 
It is our pleasant duty to take with hearty welcome what he itas 
given ; and render thanks even for what he meant to give. Next 
and finally, it is our painful duty to declare, aloud if that ha 
necessary, that his gift, as weighed (gainst the hard money which 
the Booksellers demand for giving it you, is (in our jud-tDenti 
very greatly the lighter. No portion, accordingly, of our small 
floating capital has been embarked in the business, or eball orer 
be ; indeed, were we in tho market for such a thing, thew i» 
simply no Edition of Bogiaell to which this last Would seem 
preferable. And now enough, and more than enough ! 

We have next a word to say of James BoswelL Eoswel] haa 
already been much commented upon ; but rather in the way of 
censure and vituperation than of tnie recognition. He was a 
man that brought himself much before tho world ; confessed thac 
he eagerly coveted fame, or if that were not possible, notoriety ; 
of which latter as he gaiiied far more than seemed his due, tho 
public were incited, not only by their natural love of scandal, but 
by a special ground of envy, to aay whatever ill of him could be 
said. Out of the fifteen milliona that then lived, and had bed and 
board, in the British Islands, this man has provided us a greatei- 
plcasure than any other individual, at whose cost we now enjoy 
ourselves ; perhaps has done us a greater geniee than can bo 
specially attributed to more than two or three: yet, ungrateful 
that we are, no written or spoken eulogy of James Boawell any- 
where exists ; his recompense in solid pudding (so far as copy- 
right went) was not excessive ; and as for the empty praise, it 
has altogether been denied him. Men are unwiser tiian children ^ 
they do not know the hand that feeds them. 

Boawell was a person whose mean or bad quahties lay open 
to the general eye ; visible, palpable to the dullest His good 
qualities, again, belonged not to tho Time he lived in ; were far 
from common then ; indeed, in such a degree, were almost tin- 
exarapled ; not recognisable therefore by every one ; nay, apt 
even (so strange had they grown) to bo confounded wiUi the very 
vices they lay contiguous to, and had sprung out of. That ho 
was a wine-bibber and gross liver; gluttonously fond of what- 
ever would yield him a little solacement, were it only of a 
stomachic character, is undeniable enough. That he waa vain, 
heedless, a babbler ; had much of the aycophant, alternating with 
the braggadocio, curiously spiced too with an all-pervading dash 
of the coxcomb ; that he gloried much when the Tailor, by a 
court auit, had made a new man of him ; that he appeared at the- 
Shakespeare Jubilee with a riband, imprinted ' ConsjcA Boswbll,* 
round bis hat ; and in short, if you will, lived no day of bis life- 
without doing and saying more than one pretentious ineptitude i 
all this unhappily is evident as the aun at noon. The very look 
of Bosweli seems to have signified so much. In that cocked nose, 
cocked partly in triumph over his weaker fellow-creaturea, partly 
to sauff-up the smell of coming pleasure, and scent it from afar ; 
in those bag-cheeks, hanging like half-filled wine-skins, still able 
to contain more ; in that coarsely-protruded shelf-month, that fat 
dewlapped chin ; in all this, who sees not sensuality, pretension, 
boisterous imbeeihty enough ; much that could not have been 
ornamental in the temper of a great man's overfed great man 
(what tho Scotch nnxaa fiunky), though it had been more natural 
there 1 Tho under part of BoswcU's face is of a low, almost 
brutish character. 

Unfortunately, on the other hitul, what great and genuine 
good lay in him was nowiso so self-evident. That Bosweli waa 
a hunter after spiritual Notabilities, that he loved such, and 
longed, and even crept and crawled to be neat them ; that he first 
(in old Touchwood Auchinleck's phraseology) 'took on with 
I'aoU;' and then being off with 'the Corsican landlouper,' took 
OD with a schoolmaster, ' ane that keeped a schule, and ca'd it ou 
academy:' that ha did all this, and could not help doing it, w« 
account a very singular merit. The man, once for all, had an 
' open sense,' an open loving heart, which so few have : wl 



iumm 



BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON. 



.17 



Excellence exiBled, lie vraa compelled to acknowledge it; was 
drnwn towards it, and (let the old sulphur-brand of a Laird Bay 
what he liked) cautil not hut walk with ii,— if not as superior, 
if not OS equal, then as inferior and lackey, better so than not at 
all. If wo reflect now that this love of Excellence had not only 
auch an evil nature to triumph over ; but also what an educatioti 
aiul social position withstood it and weighed it down, ita innate 
sUottgth, victorious over all these things, may astonisb us. Con- 
siilcr what an inward impulae there must have been, how many 
niountoina of impediment hurled aside, before the ycottish Laird 
could, as humble servant, embrace the knees (the bosom was nol 
permitted him) of the English Dominie ! Your Scottish Laird, 
saya an Engiiah naturalist of these days, may be defined oa th« 
hungriest and vainest of all bipeds yet known. Boawell too was 
B Tory; of quite peculiarly feudal, genealogical, pragmatical 
temper ; had been nurtured in an atraoaphere of Heraldry, at the 
feet of a very Gamaliel in that kind ; within hare walls, adorned 
only with pedigrees, amid serving-men in threadbare livery ; all 
things teaching him, from birth upwards, to remember that a 
Laird was a Laird, Perhaps there was a special vanity in his 
very blood : old Anchinleck bad, if not the gay, tail-spreading, 
peacock vanity of his son, no little of the slow- stalking, oonlentious, 
liisaing vanity of the gander ; a still more fata! speeiea. Scottish 
Advocates will yet tell you how the ancient man, having chanced 
to he the first sheriff appointed (after the abolition of ■ hereditary 
jiu'isdictiona') by royal authority, was wont, in duU-anuiHiug 
pompous tone, to preface many a deliverance from the bench with 
tlieso words : ' I, the first King's Sheriff in Scotland.' 

And now behold the worthy Bozzy, so prepossessed and held 
Kick by nature and by art, fiy nevertheless Hka iron to ita magnet, 
whither hia better genius called I You may surround the iron 
and the magnet with what enclosures and encumbrances you 
please, — with wood, with rubbish, with brass; it matters not, 
the two feel each other, tbey struggle restlessly towards each 
other, they wilt be together. The iron may be a Scottish 
squirelet, full of gulosity and * ^gmanity ; '* the magnet an 
Engiiah plebeian, and moving rag-and-dust mountain, coarse, 
proud, irascible, imperious : nevertheless, behold how they em- 
brace, and inseparably cleave to one another I It is one of the 
strangest phenoraena of tbo past century, that at a time when the 
old reverent feeling of Discipleship (such as brought men from 
far countries, with rich gifts, and prostrate soul, to the feet of 
the Prophets) had passed utterly away from men's practical 
experience, and was no longer surmised to exist (as it does), 
perennial, indestructible, in man's inmost heart, — James Boswell 
Fihould Lave been the individual, of all others, predestined to 
recall it, in such singular guise, to the wondering, and, for a 
long while, laughing and unrocognising world. It has been com- 
monly said, The man's vulgar vanity was all that attached him 
to Johnson; he delighted to be seen near him, to he thought 
connected with him. Now let it be at once granted that no 
consideration springing out of vulgar vanity could well be 
.-ihsent from the mind of James Boswell, in this hia intercourse 
with Johnson, or in any considerable transaction of hta life. At 
the same time, ask yourself: Whether such vanity, and nothing 
pise, actuated him therein ; whether this was the true essence and 
moving principle of the phenomenon, or not rather ita outward 
vesture, and the accidental environment (and defacement) in 
which it came to light ? The man was, by nature and habit, 
vain ; a sycophant-coxcomb, be it granted : hut had there been 
nothing more than vanity in him, was Samuel Johnson the man 
i<f men to whom he must attach himsoli 1 At the date when 
Johnson was a poor rusty-coated 'scholar,' dwelling in Temple 
I^Ane, and indeed throughout their whole intercourse afterwards, 
were there not chancellors and prime ministers enough ; graceful 
gentlemen, the glass of fashion ; honour-giving noblemen ; 
dinner-giving rich men; renowned firo-eatera, swordamen, 
j;ownsmen ; Quacks and Realities of all hues, — any one of whom 
bulked mnch larger in the world's eye than Johnson ever did I 
To any one of whom, by half that submissiveness and assiduity, 
our lioztj might have recommended himself ; and sat there, the 
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envy of surrounding lickspittles; pocketing now solid onmlu- 
meut, swallowing now well-cooked viands and wines of rich 
vintage ; in each case, also, shoue-on by some glittering i-eilex 
of Renown or Notoriety, so as to be the observed of innumer- 
able observers. To no one of whom, however, though other- 
wise a most diligent solicitor and purveyor, did he so attach 
himself : such vulvar courtiers liips were his paid drudgery, or 
leisure amusement; the worship of Johnson was hia grand, 
ideal, voluntary business. Does not the frothy-hearted, yet 
enthusiastic man, doffing his Advocate's-wig, regularly take jiost, 
and hurry up to London, for the sake of his Wage chiefly ; as 
to a Feast of Tabernacles, the Sahbath of hia whole year ? The 
plate-licker and wine-bibber drives iato Bolt Court, to sip muddy 
coB'ee witb a cynical old man, and a sour-tempered blind old 
woman (feeling the cups, whether they are full, with her linger) ; 
and patiently endures contradictions without end; too happy 
ao he may but be allowed to listen and live. Nay, it does not 
appear that vulgar vanity could ever have been much flattered 
by Boswell's relation to Johnson. Mr. Croker saya, Johnson 
was, to the last, little regarded by the great world ; from which, 
for a vulgar vanity, all honour, as from its fountain, descends. 
Bozzy, even among Johnson's friends and special admirers, 
seems rather to have been laughed at than envied : his officious, 
whisking, consequential ways, the daily reproofs and rebuffs he 
underwent, could gain from the world no golden but only leaden 
opinions. His devout Discipleship seemed nothing more than 
a mean Spanielship, in the general eye. Hia mighty ' constel- 
lation,' or sun, round whom he, as satellite, observantly gyrated, 
was, for the mass of men, but a huge, ill-snuffcd tallow-ligbt, 
and he a weak night-moth, circling foolishly, dangerously about 
it, not knowing what he wanted. If he enjoyed Highland 
dinners and toasts, as henchman to a new sort of chieftain, Henry 
Erakino, in the domestic ' Outer-House,' could hand him a shil- 
ling for 'the sight of his Bear.' Doubtless the man was laughed 
at, and often heard himself laughed at for his Johnsoniam. To 
he envied is the grand and sole aim of vidgar vanity; to be 
filled with good things is that of sensuality ; for Johnson perhaps 
no man living eiwied poor Bozzy ; and of good things (except 
himaelf paid for them) there was no vestige in that acquaiutance- 
sbip. Had nothing other or better than vanity and sensuality been 
there. Johnson and Boswell had never come together, or had soon 
and finally separated again. 

In fact, the ao copious terrestrial dross that welters chaotically, 
the outer sphere of this man's character, does but render for 
more remarkable, more touching, the celestial spark of goodness, 
of light, and Reverence for Wifldom, which dwelt in the interior, 
and could struggle through auch encumbrances, and in some 
degree illuminate and beautify them. There is much lying yet 
undeveloped in the love of Boswell for Johnson. A cheering 
proof, in a time which else utterly wanted and still wants such, 
that living Wisdom is quite iiifiniiely precious to man, is the 
symbol of the Godlike to him, which even weak eyes may 
discern ; that Loyalty, Discipleship, all that was ever meant by 
Hero-worship, livea perenniaUy in the human bosom, and waits, 
in these dead days, only for occasions to unfold it, and 
inspire all men with it, and again make the world alive ! James 
Boswell we can regard as a practical witness, or real inartyr, to 
this high everlasting truth. A wonderful martyr, if you will ; 
and in a time which made such martyrdom doubly wonderful : 
yet the time and its martyr perhaps suited each other. For a 
decrepit, death-sick Era, when Cant had first decisively opened 
her poison- breathing lipa to proclaim that God-worship and 
Mammon- worship were ono and the same, that Life was a Lie, 
and the Earth Beelzebub's, which the Supreme Qiiadc should 
inherit ; and ao all things were fallen into the yellow leaf, and 
fast hastening to noisome corruption : for such an Era, perhaps 
better Prophet than a parti-ooloured Zaay-Prophet, con- 
cealing, from himself and others, his prophetic significance in 
such unexpected vestures, — was deserved, or would have been 
place. A precious medicine lay hidden in floods of coarsest, 
most composite treacle : the world swallowed the treacle, for it 
suited the world's palate ; and now, after half a century, may 
the medicine also begin to show itself ! James Boswell lieluoged, 
in his corruptible part, to the lowest classes of mankind ; a 
foolish, inflated creature, s^vimming in an element of self-conceit: 
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but in his corruptible Lbere dwelt an incorruptible, all tbe 
more impresaiTc and indubitable fot tbe strange lodging it had 

Consider too, with what force, diligence and vivacity he has 
Tendered bcick all this which, in 'Johnson's neighbourhood, his 
'open BtiBse' had bo eagerly and freely taken in. That loose- 
flowing, careless-looking Work of his is as a picture by one of 
Nature's own Artists; the best poesible resemblance of a Reality; 
like the very imitgo thereof in a clear mirror. Which indeed it 
■was ; let hut the mirror be cZftii-, this is the great point ; the 
picture must and will be genuine. JIow the babbling Bozzy, 
inspired only by love, and the recognition and vision which love 
can lend, epitomises nightly the words ot Wisdom, the deeds 
and aspects of Wisdom, and so, hy little and little, unconsciously 
works tc^ether for us a whole Johtuonliul ; a more free, perfect, 
sunlit and fpirit-speaktng likeness than for many centuries had 
been drawn by man of man ! Scarcely since the days of Homer 
'has the feat been eqiiallod ; indeed, in many senses, this also is 
a kind of Heroic Poem. The lit Odi/ssc;/ of our unheroio age 
W83 to be written, not sung; of a Thinker, not of a Fighter; 
and (for want of a Homer) by the first open soul that might 
offer, — looked such even through tlie organs of a Boawell, We 
do the man's intellectual endowment great wrong, if we me( 
it by its mere logical outcome ; though hero too, there is not 
wanting a light ingenuity, a figurativeness and fanciful sport, 
witli glimpses of insight far deeper than the common. But 
Boswell'e grand intellectual talent was, as such ever is, 
imroTiScioux one, of far higher reach and significance than Logic ; 
and showed itself in the whole, not in parts. Ibre again wi 
have that old saying verified, ' The heart sees farther than tbi 

Thus does poor Bozzy stand out to us as an ill-assorted, glaring 
mixture of the highest and the lowest. What, indeed, is man's 
life generally but a kind of beast-godhood ; the god in us triumph- 
ing more and more over the beast ; striving more and more to 
subdue it under his feetl Did not the Aneienta, in their wise, 
perennially-significant way, figure Nature iteelf, their sacred All, 
or Pan, as a portentous commingling of these two dbcords ; as 
musical, humane, oracular in ite upper part, yet ending belo 
tlw doven hairy feet ot a goat 1 The union of melodious, oelestial 
Freewill and Reason with foul Irrationality and Luat ■ in which, 
novertheless, dwelt a mysterious unspeakable Fear and half-mad 
panic Awe ; as for mortals there well might I And is nut man a 
microcosmj or epitomised mirror of that same Universe ; or rather, 
is not that Universe even Himself, the reflex of hia own fearful 
and wonderful being, ' the waste fantasy of his own dream ' 1 No 
wonder that man. that each man, and Jamea Boewell like the 
others, should resemblo it ! The peculiarity in his case was the 
unusual defect of amalgamation and subordination : the highest 
lay side by side with the lowest ; not morally combined with it 
and spiritually transfiguring it, hut tumbling in half-mechanical 
justapoaitton with it. and from time to time, as the mad alterna- 
tion chanced, irradiating it, or eclipsed hy it. 

Tbe world, as we said, baa been but unjust to him ; discerning 
only the outer terrestrial and often sordid mass ; without eye, as 
it generally is, for his inner divine secret ; and thus figuring him 
nowise as a god Pan, but simply of the bestial species, like the 
cattle on a thousand hills. Nay, sometimes a stmnge enough 
hypothesis has been started of him ; as if it were in virtue even 
of there same bad qualities that he did bis good work ; as if it 
were the very fact of his being among the woret men in this world 
that had enabled him to write one of the best books therein ! 
Falser hypothesis, wo may venture to say, never rose in human 
souL 5«j is by its nature n^ative, and can do nal/iinrf ; what- 
soever enables us to do anything is by its very nature ytiod. Alas, 
that there shoidd be teachers in Israel, or even learners, to whom 
this worli I -ancient fact is still probleniatLcal, or even deniable ! 
Boawell wrote n good Book because he had a heart and an eye 
to discern Wisdom, and an utterance to render it forth ; because 
of his free insight, his lively talent, above all, of his Love and 
cbildlike Open- mind ednees. Ilia sneaking sycophancies, hia 
Kreediness and forwardness, whatever was bMtial and earthy in 
him, are so many blemiahea in his Book, which still disturb us in 
jta cleamess ; wholly hindrances, not helps. Towards Johnson, 
however, his feeling was not Sycophancy, whicfi is the lowest. 
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but Reverence, which is the highest of human feelings. N( 
but a reverent man (kvhich so unspeakably few are) could 
found his way from Boswell's environment to Johnson's : 
such warship for real God-made snperiora showed itself also as wdl 
ship for apparent Tailor-made superiors, even as hollow interested. 
mouth-worship for such, — the case, in this composite human nature 
of ours, was not miraculous, the more was the pity I But foi- 
ourselves, let every one of us cling to this last article of Faith, an<l 
know it as the beginning of all knowledge worth the name : 
That neither James Boswell'a good Book, nor any other good thing, 
in any time or in any place, was, is or can be performed by any 
man in virtue of his badnese, but always and solely in spite thereof. 
As for the Book itself, questionless the universal favour en- 
tertained for it is well merited. In worth us a Book we have rated 
it beyond any other product of the eighteenth century : all 
Johnson's own Writings, laborious and in their kind genuine above 
m(st., stand on a quite inferior level to it j already, indeed, they 
are becoming obeolete for this generation ; and for somo future 
generation may bo valuable chiefly as Prolegomena and expoaitory 
Scholia to this Joknsoniad of Boswell. Which of us but re- 
members, as one of the sunny spots in hia existence, the day when 
he opened those airy volumes, fascinating him by a true natural 
umgic '. It was as if the curtains of the past were drawn asid*-, 
and wo looked mysteriously into a kindred country, where dwelt 
our Father* ; inexpressibly dear to us, but which had seemed for- 
ever hidden from our eyes. For the dead Night had engulfed it ; 
all was gone, vanished, as if it had not been. Nevertheless, 
wondrously given back to us, there once more it lay ; all bright, 
lUcid, blooming; a little island of Creation amid the ctrcumambicuc 
Void. There it still lies ; like a thing stationary, imperishable, ■ 
over which changeful Time were now accumulating itsell in vaij],.B 
and could not, any longer, harm it, or bide it, 'M 

If we examine by what charm it is that men are still held tdH 
this Life 0/ Johnson, now when so much else has been forgotten, 
the main part of the answer will perhaps bo found in that 
speculstiofl ' on the import ot Eeah'ti/,' communicated to ths 
world, last month, in this Magazine. The Johnsont'ad of Bosivell 
turns on objects that in very deed existed ; it is all IriK. So far 
other in melodiousneas of tone, it vies with the Odt/ssei/, nr 
surpasses it, in this one point : to us these read pages, as thoso 
chanted hexameters were to the first Greek hearers, are, in Iho 
fullest deepest souse, wholly credible. All the wit and wisdom 
lying embalmed in Boswell's Book, plenteous as these are, couhl 
not have saved it. Far more scientific instrneiiiM (mere excite- 
ment and enlightenment of the thinking povxr) can be found in 
twenty other works of that time, which make but a quite secondary 
impression on us. The other works of that time, however, fall 
under one of two elasaee : Either they are professedly Didactic ; 
and, in that way, mere Ahstractions, Philosophic Diagrams, in- 
capable of interesting us much otherwise than as EwliiTs Elements 
may do : Or else, with all their vivacity, and pictorial riohnesa of 
colour, they are Fictions and not Realities. Deep truly, as Herr 
Sauerteig urges, is the force of this consideration : the thing hen' 
stated is a fact ; those figure)), that local habitation, are not shadow "^ 
but substance. In virtue of such advantages, see how 
Boswell may become Poetical ! 

Critice insist much on the Poet that he should communicate 
an ' Infinitude ' to his delineation ; that by intensity of conception, 
by that gift of 'transcendental Thought,' which is fitly nsmeil 
genius, snd inspiration, he should iii/onn the Finite with 
Infinitude of aiynificance ; or as they sometimes say, em 
Actual into Idcalness, They ore right in their precept ; thf 
mean rightly. But in oases like this of the Johnsnnutd, such 
the dark grandeur of that ' Time element,' wherein 
here below lives imprisoned, — the Poet's task is, as it were, doi 
to bis hand: Time itself, which is the outer veil of EtemJI, 
invests, of its own aceoid, with an authentic, felt ' infinitad* 
whalBoever it has once embraced in its mysterious folds. Ooi 
all thai lies in that one word Paxl ! What a pathetic, sacred, 
every sense jjimJu;, meaning is implied in it ; a meaning growi 
the clearer, the farther we recede in Time, — the mora of " 
I Post we have to look through 1 — On which ground im 
must Sauerteig have built, and not without plausibility, in tl _ 
strange thesis of his : ' That History, after all, is the true Poeliy] 
that Reality, if rightly inUrpreted, is grander than Fiction ; ni 
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timt even in tbs right interpretation of Keallty and History does 
genuine Poetry consist. 

Tiius for BoavieU'e Life of Johmon has Time done, is Time 
Btill doing, what no ornament of Art or Aitifice could have done 
for it. Rougli Samuel and sle^k trlieedling Jaoiea vture, and arc 
not Their Life and whole personal Environment has melted into 
air. The Mitre Tavern still stands in Fleet Street : but where 
now is its scoC-and-lot paying, beef-and-ale loving, cocked-hatted, 
pot-bellied Landlord ; its rosy-faced assiduous Landlady, with all 
her shining braBS-pans, waxed tables, well-filled larder-aUelvee .; 
Lit cooks, and bootjacks, and errand-boys, and walety-mouthed 
hangers-on) Gone I Gone! The becking Waiter who, with 
wreathed emiloe, was wont to spread for Samuel and Boxzy thoir 
supper of the gods, has long since pocketed his last sixpence ; and 
vanished, sispences and all, like ;i ghost at cock-crowiitg. The 
Bottles they drank out of are all broken, the Chairs they sat on 
all rotted and burnt ; the very Knives and Forks they ate witli 
have rusted to tlie heart, and become brown oxide of iron, and 
mingled with tho inuisoriniinote clay. All, all has vanished; in 
every deed and truth, like that baseless fabric of Prospero's air- 
viaioo. Of the Mill's Tavern nothing but the bare waUs remain 
there: of London, of England, of the World, nothing but the bare 
walls remain; and these also decaying (were they of adamant), only 
slower. The mysterious River of Existence rushes on: a new Billow 
thereof has arrived, and lashes wildly as ever round the old embank- 
ments; but the former Billow with iLi loud, mad eddyings, where 
is it t — Where ! — Now this Book of Boswell's, this is precisdy a 
revocation of the edict of Destiny ; so that Time shall not uttt^rly, 
not eo soon by' several centuries, have dominion over us. A little 
row of Naphtha-Iampa, with its line of Naphtha-light, bums clear 
find holy through the dead Night of the Past i tliey who are gone 
ure still here ; though hidden they are revealed, though dead they 
yet speak. There it shines, that litLte miraculously iamplit Path- 
way ; shedding its feebler and feebler twilight into the boundless 
dark Oblivion, — for all that our Johnson touvlinl has become 
illuminated for ns : on which miraculous little Pathway we can 
still travel, and see wonders. 

It is not speaking with exaggeration, but with strict mensnrrd 
sobriety, to say that this Book of Boswell's will give ua more real 
insight into the Hintan/ of Engiaitd daiingihoae daya than twenty 
other Books, falsely entitled ' Histories,' which take to themselves 
that special aim. What good is it to me though innumerable 
•SmoUetts and Bolehains keep dinning in my ears that a man 
named George the Third was bom and bred up, and a man named 
Ccorge tho Second died; that WaJ pole, and the Pelhams, and 
Chatham, and Buckingham, and Shelbnrne, and North, with their 
Coalition or their Separation Miniatries, all ousted one another ; 
and vehemently acromhled for ' the thing they called the Kudder 
of Government, but which was in reality the Spigot of Taxa- 
tion '1 That debate.8 were held, and infinite jarring and jargon- 
ing took place; and road-biJla and enclosure- bills, and game-bills 
and India-bills, and Laws which no man can number, which 
happily few men needed to trouble their heads with beyond the 
passing moment, were enacted, and printed by llie King's 
Stationer I That he who sat in Chancer}-, and rayed out apecu- 
lation from the Woolsack, was now a man that squinted, now a 
man that did not nquintt To the hungry and thirsty mind all 
ibis avails next to nothing. These men and these things, wo 
indeed know, did ewim, by strength or by specific levity, as apples 
nr as Iiorse-dung, on the top of the current: but is it by painfully 
noting the courses, eddyings and bobbings hither and thither of 
such drift-articles, that you will unfold to nie the nature of the 
purrent itself; of that mighty-rolling, loud-roaring Life-current, 
bottomless as the foundations of the Universe, mysterious as its 
Author? The thing I want to see ie not Redbook Lists, and 
Court Calendars, and Parliamnntary Eegistera, but the Life op 
MiN in England: what men did, thought, suffered, enjoyed ; the 
form, especially the spirit, of their terrestrial existence, its out- 
ward environment, its inward principle ; lioie and irftat it was ; 
whence it proceeded, whither it was tending. 

Mournful, in truth, is it to behold what the business called 

' History,' in these eo enlightened and illuminated times, still 

contiuuea to be. Can you Rather from it, read idl your eyes go 

out, any dimmest shadow of an answer to ihat great question : 

Efiow Hicn lived and had their being ; were it but ccouoniicuUy, 



as, what wages they got, and what they bought with the-ia ? 
Unhappily you cannot. History will throw no light on any such 
matter. At the point where living memor}' fails, it is all dark- 
ness ; Mr. Senior and Mr. Sadler must still debate this eimpleal 
of all elements in the condition of the Past: Whetiier men were 
better off, in their mere larders and pantric:, or were worse off than 
now I History, as it stands all bound up in gilt volumes, is but 
a shads more instructive than the wooden volumes of a Back- 
gammon-board. How my Prime Minister was appointed is of 
less moment to me than How my House Servant w*as hired. In 
these days, ten ordinary Histories of Kings and Courtiers were 
well exchanged against the tentli part of one good History of 
Booksellers. 

For example, I would fain know the Historj- of Scotland: 
who can tell it me 1 ' Robertson,' Bay innumerable voices ; 
' Kobcrtson against the world.' I open EolK:rtson ; and find 
there, through long sgea too confused for narrative, and fit only 
to be pre^ientcd in the way of epitome and distilled essence, u 
cunning answer and hypothesis, not to tbia question: By whom, 
and by what moans, when and how, was this fair bro.td Scotland, 
with its Arts and Manufactures, Temples, Schools, Institutions, 
Poetry, Spirit, National Character, created, and made arable, 
verdant, peculiar, great, here as I can see some fair section of it 
lying, kind and strong (like some Bacchus-tamed Lion), from the 
Castte HUI of Edinburgh? — but to this other question: How did 
the King keep himself alive in those old days ; and restrain so 
many Butcher-Barons and ravenous Henchmen from utterly 
extirpating one another, so tliat killing went on in some sort of 
moderation 1 In tho one little Letter of ^jieaa Sylvius, from 
old Scotland, there is mora of History than in all this, — 
At length, however, we como to a luminous age, intoresU 
ing enough ; to the age of the Reformation. All Scotland 
is awakened to a second higher life : the Spirit of the Highest 
Btira in every bosom, agitates every bosom ; Scotland ia cou- 
vulsed, fermenting, struggling to body itself forth anew. T» 
the herdsmen, among his cattle in remote woods ; to the crafts- 
man, in bis rude, heath-thatched workshop, among bis rude guild- 
brethren ; to the great and to the little, a new light has arisen : 
in town and hamlet groups are gathered, with eloquent looks, and 
governed or ungovernable tongues ; tho great and tho little go 
forth together to do battle for the Lord against the mighty. We 
nsk, with breathless eagerness : How was it ; how weut it on ) 
Let us understand it, let us see it, and know it 1^ In reply, ia 
handed us a really graceful and most dainty littlo Scandalous 
Chronicle (as for some Journal of Fashion) of two persons : Mary 
Stuart, a Beauty, but over light-headed ; and Henry Damley, a 
Booby who had line legs. How these first courted, billed and 
cooed, according to nature ; then pouted, fretted, grew utterly en- 
raged, and blew one another up with gunpowder: this, and not 
the History of Scotland, is what wa good n at u really read. Nay, 
by other hands, something like a horso-load of other Books have 
been written to prove that it was tho Beauty who blew np the 
Booby, and that it was not she. Who or what it was, the thing 
once for all bein^ so effectually done, concerns os littta. To know 
Scotland, at that great epoch, were a valuable increase of know. 
ledge : to know poor Darnley, and see him with burning candle, 
from centre to akin, were no increase of knowledge at all, — ^Thus 
is History written. 

Hence, indeed, comes it that History, which should be ' the 
essence of innumerable Biographies,' will tell us, question it as we 
like, less than one genuine Biography may do, pleasantly and of 
its own accord ! The time is approaching when history will be 
attempted on quite other principles ; when the Court, the Senate, 
and the Battlefield, receding more and more into tho background, 
the Temple, the Workshop and Social Hearth will advance more 
and more into the foreground ; and History will not content itself 
with shaping some answer to that queatinn : How were men laxed 
and kepi tptiet then? but will seek to answer this other infinitely 
wider and higher question : How and what kwv men thenl Not 
our Government only, or the 'lioicne wherein out life was led," but 
the L%fe itself we led there, wUl be inquired into. Of which 
latter it may be found that Government, in any modem sense of 
lliB word, is after all but a secondary condition : in llio mere sense 
of Taxaiitm and Kecpitig quid, a small, aluioat n pitiful one, — 
Me.inwhiie let us welcome such Eoswells, eaob in. h-is. 'isis'*,*^" 
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bring us any genuine uonlributions, were it ever so inadequate, so 
inconeideralile. 

An exception was early taken against this Life 0/ Johnson, and 
all similar enterprises, which we here recommend ; and has been 
transmitted from critic to critic, and repeated in their several 
dialects, uninterruptedly, ever since : That such jottbgs-down of 
careless conversation are an infringement of social privacy; a 
crime against our highest Prcedom, the Freedom of man's inter- 
course with man. To this accusation, which we have read and 
Iieard oftener than enough, might it not be well for once to offer 
the flattest contradiction, and plea of Nol at all guilty t Not that 
conversation ia noted down, but that conversation should not 
deserve noting down, is the evil. Doubtless, if conversation be 
falsely recorded, then is it simply a Lie ; and worthy of being 
eivep^ with all despatch, to the Father of Lies. But if, on the 
other hand, conversation can be authentically recorded, and any 
one is ready for the task, let him by nil means proceed wilh it; 
let coEversationbe kept in remeiabranca to the latest date possible. 
Nay, should the consciousness that a man may be among us 
'taking notes' tend, in any measure, to restrict those floods of 
idle insincere speech, with which the thought of mankind is well- 
nigh drowned, — were it other than the most indubitable benefit? 
He who speaks honestly cares not, needs not care, though his 
words he preserved to remotest time : for him who speaks dia- 
lionesUy, the fittest of all punishments seems to he this same, 
which the nature of the case provides. The dishonest speaker, 
not he only who purposely utters falsehoods, but he who does not 
purposely, and with sincere heart, utter Truth, and Truth alone ; 
who babbles he knows not wliat, and has dapped no bridle on his 
tongue, but lets it run racket, ejecting chatter and futility.^is 
among the most indisputable malcfactoi^ omitted, or inserted, in 
the Criminal Calendar. To him that will well consider it, idle 
speaking is precisely the beginning of all Hollowness, Halfness, 
Infidelity (want of Faithfulness) ; the genial atmosphere in which 
rank weeds of every kind attain the mastery over noble fruits in 
man's life, and utterly choke them oat : one of the most crying 
maladies of theae days, and to be testified against, and in all ways 
U) the uttermost withstood. Wise, of a wisdom far beyond our 
shallow depth, was that old precept ; Watch thy tongue ; out of 
it are the issues of Life 1 ' Man is properly an incarnated word : ' 
the uord that he speaks is the man himself. Were the eyes put 
into our head, that we might see ; or only that we might fancy, 
nod plausibly pretend, we had seen t Was the tongue suspended 
there, that it might tell truly what we had seen, and make man 
the soul's-brother of man ; or only that it might utter vain sounds, 
jargon, soul-confusing, and so divide man, as by enchanted walls 
of Daikness, from union with man I Thou who wearest that 
cunning, heaven-made organ, a Tongue, think well of this. Spesk 
not, I passionately entreat thee, till thy thought hath sUently 
matured itself, tiU lliou have other than mad and mad-making 
noises to emit : hold thy tongue (thou hast it a-holding) till some 
meaning lie behind, to set it wagging. Consider the significance 
of SiLKKCB : it is boundless, never by meditating to he exhausted ; 
unspeskabiy profitable to thee I Cease that chaotic hubbub, 
wherein thy own soul runs to waste, to confused suicidal dislocation 
and stupor : out of Silence comes thy strength. ' Speech is silvern. 
Silence is golden; Speech is human, Silence is divine.' Fool I 
thinkeat thon that because no Boswell is there with oss-skin and 
blacklead to note thy jargon, it therefore dies and is harmlessl 
Nothing dies, nothing can die. No idlest word thou speakcst but 
ia a seed cast into Time, and grows through all Eternity 1 The 
Keoording Angel, consider it well, is no fable, but the truest of 
truths : the paper tablets thou canst bum ; of the ' iron leaf ' there 
ia no burning. — Truly, if we can permit God Almighty to note 
down our conversation, thinking it good enough for Him, — any 
poor Boswell need not scruple to work his will of it. 

Leaving now this onr English Odyttu>y, with its Singer and 
Scholiut, let us come to the Ulytef; tlml great Samuel Johnson 
himself, the far-experienced, ' nuch^enduring man,' whose labours 
and pilgrimage are here sung, A full-length image of his Existence 
haa been prtoerved for us : and he, pcrhnps of all living English- 
men, waa the one who best deserved that honour. For it it is 
true, and now nlmont proverbial, thst "the Life of the lowest 
mortal, if faithfully recorded, would be intortsling to tJio highest j' 




how miicli more when the mortal in question was already d; 
tinguislicd in fortune nnd natural quality, so that his thinkinj 
and doings were not significant of himself only, but of large 
of mankind ! ' There is not a man whom I meet on the street 
says one, 'but I could like, were it otherwise convenient, to kn 
his Biography : ' nevertheless, could an enlightened curiosity 
so far gratified, it must bo owned the Biography of most oughfcl 
to he, in an extreme degree, mimmarij. In this world, there is 
so wonderfully little self-subsistence among men; next to no 
originality (though never absolutely none) : one Life is too servilely 
the copy of another; and so in whole thousands of them you Hud 
little that is properly new ; notliing but the old song sung by ■ 
new voice, with better or worse execution, here and there an 
ornamental quaver, and false notes enough : but the fundamenttil 
tune is ever the same; and for the words, these, all that tbey, 
meant stands written generally on the Churchyard-stone : Nat\ 
gum; esitrieham, qiuerebam ; wine repldus reqvtesco. ManI ' 
sail their Life-voyage in huge fleets, following some single whal»-' 
fishing or herring-fishing Commodore : the log-book of each differs 
not, in essential purport, from that of any other : nay the most 
have no legible log-book (reflection, observation not being among 
their talents) ; keep no reckoning, only kt^ in eight of the flag- 
ship.^and fish. Kead the Commodore's Papers (know kis Life) ; 
and even your lover of that street Biography will have leanted 
the most of what be sought after. 

Or, the servile imitancy, and yet also a nobler relationship and 
mysterious union to one another which lies in such imitancy, of 
Mankind might be illustrated under the different figure, itself 
nowise original, of a Flock of Sheep. Sheep go in flocks for three 
reasons : First, because they are of a gregoiious temper, and loce to 
he together ; Secondly, because of their cowardice ; they are afraid 
to be left alone : Thirdly, because the common run of them are dull 
of sight, to a proverb, and can have no choice in roads; sheep can. 
in fact see notbing ; in a celestial Luminary, and a scoured pewter 
Tankard, would discern only that both dazzled them, and were 
of unspeakable glory. How like their fellow-creatures of tho 
human species 1 Men too, as was from the first maintained hcrei 
are gregarious; then surely faint-hearted enough, trembling to be 
left by themselves ; above all, dull-sighted, down to the verge ol 
utter blindness. Thus are we seen ever running in torrents, ami 
mobs, if we run at all ; and after what foolish scoured Tankards, 
mistaking them for Suns I Foolish Tumip-lanl«nis likewise, ta 
all appearance supernatural, keep whole nations quaking, their 
hair on end. Neither know we, except by blind habit, wher« 
the good pastures lie : solely when the sweet grass is between 
onr teeth, we know it, and chew it ; also when gi-ass is bitter an<l 
scant, we know it,— and bleat and butt : those last two facta we 
know of a truth and in very deed. Thus do Men and Sheep 
play their parts on this Nether Earth; wandering restlessly In 
large niasses, they know not whither; for most part, each foUowr 
ing his neighbour, and his own nose. 

Nevertheless, not always; look better, you shall find certais, 
that do, in some small degree, know whither. Sheep have their, 
Bell-wether; some ram of the folds, endued wilh more valour, 
with clearer vision than other sheep; he leads them through' 
the wolds, by height and hollow, to the woods and water-coursee, 
for covert or fur pleasant provender ; courageously marching, 
and if need be leaping, and with hoof and horn doing battle, in 
tho van : him they courageously and with assured heart follow. 
Touching it is, as every herdsman will inform you, with wliav 
chivalrous devoteduess these woolly Hosts adhere to their 
Wether ; and rush after him, through good report and through 
bad report, were it into safe shelters and green thymy Dooke, 
or into asphaltic lakes and tho jaws of devouring lions. Etw 
also must we recall that fact which wo owe Jean Paul's qoii ' 
eye : ' If you hold a stick before tho Wether, so that he, 1 _ 
necessity, leaps in passing you, and then withdraw your stid^ 
the Flock will nevertheless all leap aa ho did ; and the thou- 
sandth sheep shall bo found impetuously vaulting over air, m 
the first did. over an otherwise impassable barrier.' Bead«l^ 
wouldst thou understand Society, ponder well those ovine pr». 
ceedings ; thou wilt find them all curiously significant. 

Now if sheep always, how much more must men always, Im\ 
their Chief, their Guide I Man too is by nature quiW thorouj " 
grryarium: nay ever he struggles to bo Bom^thuig njotv, to 
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nocifil ] nut even when Society has become impossibie, does that 
deep'SCBled teadenuy and ellbrC forsako him. Man, as if by 
miraculous magic, imparts bi« Thoughts, his Mood of mind to 
man ; an unspeakable communion binds all past, present, and 
future men into ono indissoluble whole, almost into one living 
individual Of which high, mysteriouB Truth, this disposition 
to imitate, to lead and be led, this impossibdity not to imitate, 
is the most constant, and one of the simpleet manifestations. 
To iiuitate I which of us all can measure the siyniticance that 
lies in thst one word) By Tirtuo of which the infant Man, bom 
at Woolsthorpe, grows up not to be a hairy Savage, and chewer of 
Acorns, but an Isaac Newton and Discoverer of Holar Systems 1 — 
Thus both in a celestial and terrestrial sense are we a Floek, 
such OS tbero is no other : nay looking away from the base and 
ludicrous to the sublime and sacred side of the matter (since in 
every matter there are two sides), have not we also a Shepherd, 
' if we will but hear his voice ' 1 Of those stupid multitudes 
there is no one hut has an immortal Soul within him ; a reHex 
and living image of God's whole Universe ; strangely, from its 
dim environment, the light of the Highest looks through him ; — 
for which reason, indeed, it is that we claim a brotherhood with 
him, and ao love to know his History, and come into clearer and 
cluarer union with all that he feels, and says, and does. 

However, the chief thing to be noted was this ; Amid those 
dull millions, who, as a dull flock, roll hither and thither, 
whithersoever they are led ; and seem all sightless and slavish, 
accomplishing, attempting Uttle save what the animal instinct 
in its somewhat higher kind might teach, To keep themselves 
and their young ones alive, — ^re scattered here and there superior 
natures, whose eye is not destitute of free vision, nor their heart 
of free volition. These latter, therefore, examine anil determine, 
not what others do, but what it is right to do ; towards which, 
and which only, will they, with such force as is given them, 
resolutely endeavour : for if the Machine, living or inanimate, 
is merely /«i, or desires to be fed, and so uorka, the Person can 
will, and BO ilo. These are properly oar Men, our Great Men ; 
the guides of the dull host, — which follows them as by an irre- 
vocable decree. They are the chosen of the world : thoy had 
this rare faculty not only of ' supposing ' and ' inclining to tiiink,' 
but of knomntj and believing; the nature of their being was, that 
they lived not by Hearsay, but by clear Vision ; while others 
hovered and swam along, in the grand Vanity-fair of the World, 
blinded by the mere Shows of things, these saw into the Things 
themselves, and could walk oa men having an eternal loadstar, 
and with their feet on sure paths. Thus was there a Reality in 
their existence ; something of a perennial character ; in virtue 
of which indeed it is that the memory of them is perenniaL 
Whoso belongs only to his own age, and reverences only its gilt 
Popinjays or soot-smeared Mumbojumbos, must needs die with 
it : though he have been crowned seven times in the Capitol, or 
seventy-and-seven times, and Eumour have blown his praises to 
all the four winds, deafening every ear therewith, — it avails not ; 
there was nothing universal, nothing eternal in him ; he must 
fade avray, even as the Popinjay gildings and Scaree row-apparel, 
which he could not see through. The great man does, in good 
truth, belong to his own age ; nay more so than any other man ; 
being properly the synopsis and epitome of such age with its 
interests and influences : but belongs likewise to all ages, other- 
wise be is not great. What was transitory in him pasaes away ; 
and an immortal part remains, the signiticonce of which is in 
strict speech ineidiaustible, — ^as that of every real object is. 
Aloft, conspicuous, on his enduring basis, he Btuids there, serene, 
unaltering ; silently addresses to every new generation a new 
lesson and monition. Well is his Life worth writing, worth inter- 
preting; and ever, in the now dialect of new times, of re-writing 
and re-iuterpreting. 

Of such chosen men was Samuel Johnson : not ranking 
among the highest, or even the high, yet distinctly admitted 
into that sacred band ; whose existence was no idle Dream, but 
a Reality which he transacted awake; nowise a Clothes-horse 
and Patent Digester, but a genuine Man. By nature he was 
giftod for the noblest of earthly tasks, that of Priesthood, and 
Guidance of mankind ; by destiny, morwver, be was appointed 
to thia task, and did actually, according to strength, fulfil the 
same: so that always the question, liow; in what gpii-it; 



iiniler what nhape f remains for us to be asked and answered 
concerning him. For as the highest Gospel was a Biography, 
so is the Life of every good man still an indubitable Gospel, and 
preaches to the eye and heart and whole man, so that Devils 
even must believe and tremble, these gladdest tidings : ' Man is 
heaven-bom; not the thrall of Circumstances, of Necessity, but 
tlio victorious subduer thereof: beholil how he can become the 
"Announcer of himself and of his Freedom;" and is ever what 
the Tliinker has named him, " the Messias of Nature." ' — Yes, 
Keailer, !ill this that thou hast so ofton heard about ' foree of 
cu'cum stances,' ' the creature of the time,' ' balancing of motives,' 
and who knows what melancholy stuff to the like purport, wherein 
thou, as in a nightmare Dream, sittest paralysed, and hast no 
force left, — was in very truth, if Johnson and waking men are 
to be credited, little other than a hag-ridden vision of death- 
sleep ; some Aa//-fact, more fatal at times than a whole falsehood- 
Shake it off; awoke ; up and bo doing, even as it is given thee ! 

The Contradiction which yawns wide enongh in every Life, 
which it is the meaning and task of Life to reconcile, was in 
Johnson's wider than in moat. Seldom, for any man, has tlie 
contrast between the ethereal heavenward side of things, and 
the dark sordid earthward, been more glaring : whether we 
look at Nature's work with him or Fortune's, from first to last 
heterogeneity, as of sunbeams and miry clay, is on all hands 
manifest. Whereby indeed, only this was declared. That mudi 
Life had been given him ; many things to triumph over, a great 
work to do. Happily also he did it; better than the moat. 

Nature had given him a high, keen-visioned, almost poetic 
soul ; yet witbal imprisoned it in an inert, unsightly body : ho 
that could never rest had not limbs that would move with hinj, 
but only roll and waddle : the inward eye, all-penetrating, all- 
embracing, must look through bodily windows that were dim, 
half-blinded ; he so loved men, and ' never once mtc the huiiiaji 
face divine'! Not less did he prize the love of men; he was 
eminently social ; the approbation of his fellows was dear to him, 
'valuable,' as he owned, 'if from the meanest of human beings;' 
jet the first impression he produced on every man was to be one 
of aversion, almost of disgust. By Nature it was farther ordered 
that the imperious Johnson should be bom poor : the ruler-soul, 
strong in its native royalty, generous, uncontrollable, like the 
lion of the woods, was to be housed, then, in such a dwelling- 
place : of Dis%urement, Disease, and lastly of a Poverty which 
itself made him the servant of servants. Thus was the bom 
king likewise a born slave: the divine spirit of Music must 
awake imprisoned amid dull-croaking universol Discords; the 
Ariel finds himself encased in the coarse hulls of a Caliban. So 
is it more or less, we know (and thou, Eeader, knowest and 
feelest even now), with all men ; yet with the fewest men in any 
such degree as with Johnson. 

Fortune, moreover, which had so managed his first appearance 
in the world, lets not her hand lie idle, or turn the other way, 
but works unweariedly in the same spirit, while he is journeying 
through the world. What such a mind, stamped of Nature's 
noblest metal, though in so ungainly a die, was specially and 
beat of all fltted for, might still bo a question. To none of the 
world's few Incorporated Guilds could he have adjusted himself 
without difficulty, without distortion ; in none been a Guild- 
Brother well at ease. Perhaps, if we look to the strictly practical 
nature of his faculty, to the strength, decision, method that 
manifests itself in him, we may say that his calling was rather 
towards Active than Speculative life ; that as Statesman (in the 
higher, now obsolete sense). Lawgiver, Huler, in short as Doer of 
the Work, he had shone even more than as Speaker of the Word. 
His honesty of heart, his courageous temper, the value he set on 
things outward and material, might have made him a King among 
Kings. Had the golden age of those new French Prophets, when 
it shall be d cliactm eehm «i eapaeitS, d cliaque capacito eelon »eii 
ceuareg, but arrived ! Indeed, even in our brazen and Birming- 
ham.lacquer ago, he himself regretted that he had not become a 
Lawyer, and risen to be Choncellor, which he might well have 
done. However, it was otherwise appointed. To no man does 
Fortune throw open all the kingdoms of this world, and say : It 
is thine ; choose where thou wilt dwell I To the most she opens 
hardly the smallest cranny or doghutch, and says, not without 
asperity : There, that is thine while thou canst keep it ; nestle 




ESSAYS IIY THOMAS CARLYLK 



I 



thyself there, and Mess Hcaren ! Altis, men nioBt fit tliemael 
into timtiy things : some forty years agu, fgr inatance, the iiolileat 
and ablest Man in all the British landa mij^ht bo seen not swaying 
tlia royal eceptre, of the pontiiTs censer, on the pinnacle of tliu 
World, hut gaaging ale-tubs in the littlo burgh of Dumfries I 
ilohnson came a littlo nearer the mark than Burns : hut with him 
too ' Strength was mournfully deniiid its arena ; ' he too had to 
Sght Fnrtuno nt strange odds, all his life long. 

Johnson's diapositton for royalti/ (bnd the Fates so ordered it) 
is well seen in early boyhood. 'His favouritoa,' eaya Boswell. 

• dsed to receive very liberal assistance from him ; and such was 
llio aubiuisaion and deference with which he was treated, that 
tltri!« of the boys, of whom Mr. Hector was sometimes one, used 
to cnme in the moming as his humble attendants, and carry hira 
to school. One in the middle 8ton]}ed, while he aat upon hia 
back, nnd one on ench aide supported him; and thus was he 
bomu triumphant.' The purfly, sand-blind lubber and blubber, 
with Ills open mouth, and face of bruised honeycomb; yet already 
dominant, imperial, irresistible! Not in the ' King's-chair' (of 
human arms), bb we see, do his three sHtellitcs carry him along: 
lathyr on the 7)/i-anfs-saJilk, the back of hia fellow-creature, 
must ha ride prosperous ! — The ohilrl is father of the man. Ho 
who hud seen fifty years into coming Time, would have felt that 
little spectacle of mischievous Fuhoolhoya to be a great one. For 
Ml, who look back on it, and what followed it, now from afar, 
there arise questions enough : How looked these uwhins) What 
jackets and galligaskins had they ; felt lieadgear, or of dogskin 
leather ! What was old Lichfield doing then ; what thinking? — 
and so on, through the whole series of Corporal Trim's 'auxiliary 
verba.' A picture of it all fashions itself together; — only unhappily 
wu have do brush and no fingers. 

Boyhood is now past ; the ferula of Pedagogue waves hnrm- 
less, in the distance : Snmuel has struggled up to uncouth bulk 
and youthhood, -^vrestling with Disease and Povi.Ttv, all the way ; 
which two continue stiU his companions. At College we see 
little of him ; yet thus much, that things went not well. A rugged 
wildman of the desert, awakened to the feeling of himself ; pniud 
as the proudest, poor as the poorest ; atoicilly shut up, silently 
enduring the incurable: what a world of blackest gloom, with 
ami-gteams and pale tearful moon-gleams, and flicterings of a 
celestial and an infernal splendour, was this that now opened for 
him ! But the weather is wintry ; and the toes of the man are 
looking through hia shoes. His muddy features grow of a purple 
and sea-green colour; a flood of black indignation mantling 
Ijeneath. A truculent, raw-boned figure I Meat he baa probably 
little ; hope he has less : his (eet, as we aaid, have corae into 
brotherhood Avith the cold mire. 

• Shall I be piirticQlar,' iaqnirea Sir John Hawkini, ' and relate 3 oir- 
comsliinos of bia distress, tbab caunot be imputed to him as an dTect of 
bj* own eztniragaijoo or irrogalaritj, and ODMeqaentlj roflecU □□ disgrace 
on kia momory ? He had soiroe any ohnngo of raicnenl, and, ju a short 
tiino atler Corbel left bim, bat one pair of bIioos, and thnsa ao old that bia 
feot wont seon throngb thera : ■ gcnlleTiiaii of hia Cnllcf>c, Iho father of 
an einiiisnt clergymua now living, directed a serrilor one morning to 
place a now pair at the door of Johnaoa'a chamber; wbo seeing them 
OpiD hia dnt going ont. ao far fort-ob himself and tho spirit nbicb Diust 
lia'o auiuated faia auknown bcntifactor, that, with oil the iadignaLion of 
an ic:5:Utad man, he threir tbom away.' 

How exceedingly imrprising ! — the Rev. Dr. Hall remarks: 

* Att far aa we con judge from a cursory view of tho weekly 
(iccount in the bnttory-books, Johnson appears to have lived 
as well an other commoDets and acholais.' Alas ! euch 'cursory 
view of tho buttary-books,' now from the safe diatance of a 
century, in the aafo chair of a College MastcrBhip, is one tiling ; 
Iha Gi'ntinual view of the empty or locked buttery itaolf was 
quite a difTereut thing. But hear our Knight, how ho farther 
tli*coar»i!», 'Johnson,' quoth Sir John, could 'not at this early 
|Kri(.4 ot Ids life dtveab himself of an idea that poverty wa3 
(Ibgranifiil ; and wis very severe in his censures of that economy 
in bcth our UniTersitiee, which exacted at meals the attendance 
ot poor Echolan, under the several denominations of Servitors in 
ths on-!, and Siiera in the other : he thought that the echohir's, 
]ik9 the Christian lite, levelled all distinctions ot rank and 
wutldly pro-omiiieuoe ; but in ihia ho woa mUiakmi : civil polity,' 
*:iV etc— X«o true ! It is man's Va to err. 



However, Destiny, in all ways, means to prove tho mistaken 
Samuel, nnd see what stuff is in him. He must leave these 
butteries of Oxford, Want like an armed man compelling him ; 
retreat into his father's mean home ; and there abandon himself 
for a season to inaction, disappointment, shame and nervous 
melancholy nigh run mad ; he is probably the wretchodest man 
in wide Enghind. In all ways he too must ' become perfect 
through suffering' — High thoughts have visited hira ; his CoIIega 
Exercises have been praised beyond the walls of College ; Pope 
htraEelf has seen that Translation, and approved of it : 8amuel 
bad whispered to himself: I too am 'one and somewhat' False 
thoughts; that leave only misery behind! Tho fever-fire of 
Ambition is too painfully extinguished (but not cured) in the 
frost-hath of Poverty. Johnson has knocked at the gate, as one 
having a right ; but there was no opening : the worhl Ues all 
encircled as with brass ; nowhere can ho iind or force tho 
smallest entrance. An ushership at Market lloswortb, and ' a 
disagreement between him and Sir Wolstan Dixie, the patron of 
the school,' yields him bread of a£B.iction and water of afBiction - 
but so bitter, that unassisted human nature cannot swallow them. 
Young Samson will grind no more in tlie Philistine mill of 
Bosworth ; quits hold of Sir Wolstan, and the ' domestic 
chaplaincy, ao far at least as to say grace at table,' and also to 
be ' treated with what he represented as intolerable harshness ; ' 
and GO, after ' eome months of such complicated misery,' feeling 
doubtless that there are worse tilings in the world than quick death 
by Famine, ' relinquishes a situation, which all his life afterwards 
he recollected with the strongest aversion, and even horror.' 
Men like Johnson are properly called the Forlorn Hope of tho 
World : judge whether his hope was forlorn or not, by this Letter 
to a dull oily Printer who called himself Si/leanus Vrban: 

■ Sir, — Ab you apiiear no lesa sensible than yonr renders ot tho defect 
of youF poeticail arlicio, yoa will not be diepleasod if (in order to tho 
impruTement ot it) I onmmunicats to ;oa the aentimeuts of a persoa wbo 
n-ill nndenaks, on reaaonable terms, eometiniea to fliJ a column. 

' His opinion ta, th&t the publio would, eCo. elo. 

'If BUoh a oorrespoDdenco will be agreeable to you, be pleased to inform 
me in two poets, nhnt the couditionB are on which joa sliall expect it. 
Toor late offer (tor a Prizo Poein) girei mo no reason Co diBtruat y ooi' 
geueroatty. If you eoi^age ia any literary projects besides thia paper, I 

B oLhor dsBigna to impart.' 

Keader, the generous person, to whom this letter goes 
addressed, is 'Mr. Edmund Cave, at St John's Gate, London ;' 
the addroasor of it is Samuel Johnson, in Birmingham, Warwick^ 

tTevertholess, Life rallies in the man ; reasserts its right t 
lived, even to be enjoyed. ' Better a small bush,' say the Sc< 
'than no shelter:' Johnson learns to be contented with humU 
human things ; and is there not already an actual realised human 
Esistence, all etiiring and living on every hand of bim 1 Go 
thou and do likewise 1 In Birmingham itself, with hia own 
purchased goose-quill, he can earn 'five guineas;' nay, finally, 
the choicest terrestrial good : a Friend, who will bo Wife to him I 
Johnson's marriage with the good Widow Porter baa been treated 
with ridicule by many mortals, who apparently had no under- 
standing thereof. That the purblind, seamy-faced Wildman, 
stalking lonely, woe-stricken, like some Irish Gallowglaiis with 
peeled club, whose speech no man knew, whose look all men 
both laughed at and shuddered at, should find any brave female 
heart to acknowledge, at first sight nnd hearing of him, ' This ia 
the most sensible man I ever met with ; ' and then, with generona 
courage, to take him to itself, and say, Be tbou mine ; be thou 
warmed here, and thawed to life ! — ^in all this, in the kind 
Widow's love and pity for him, in Johnson's love and gratitude, 
there is actually no matter for ridicule. Their wedded life, as is 
tho common lot, was made up of drizzle and dry weather ; but 
iimocenco and worth dwelt in it ; and when death had ended it, 
a certain aacredness : Johnson's deathless afl'ection for bid Tetty 
was always venerable and noble. 

However, be all this as it might, Johnson is now minded t^ 
wed ; and will live by tho trade of Pedagogy, for by Ihia olau 
may life be kept in. Let the world therefore take noticq ; 'AI 
Edial near LiehfiM, m Stoffordshiri:, yoiing gfnttemon ia« . 
boarded, and taiig/d Ihe Latin and Greek langtiagct, 
SauiiEI. JoBNaoK.' Ilnd this Edial enterprise prosimn)!, | 
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diHerent ciii^ht the issue have been ! Johnson hud lived a life 
of unnoticed noblenesB, or ewoln into eonio amorphous Dr. Parr, 
of no avail to ae ■ Bozzy would have dwindled into official 
inaignificunea, or risen by soma other olevntion ; old Auchinleck 
had never been aHlicted with 'ane that keejied a Echule 
obliged to violate hospitality hy a ' Cromweil di>1 GoU, 
ho gart kinijs ken that there waa a Hth in their neck I ' — But 
the Edinl enterprise did not prosper; Destiny bad other work 
appointed for Samuel Johnson ; and young gentlemen got board 
where they conld elsewhere find it. This man was to become 
a Teacher of grown gentlemen, in the most surprising way 
Man of Letters, and Ruler of the British Nation for some tii 
— not of their bodies merely bat of their minds, not over them 
but in them. 

The career of Literature could not, in Johnson's day, any 
more than now, be said to lie along the shores of a Factolus : 
whatever else might be gathered there, gold-dust was nowise the 
chief produce. The world, from the times of Socrates, St. Paul, 
and far earlier, had always had its Teachers ; and always treated 
them in a peculiar way, A ahrewd Townclerk (not of Ephesus), 
once, in founding a Bnrgh-Seminary, when the question came, 
How the Schoolmasters should be maintained J delivered this 
brief counsel: 'D — n thorn, keep them poor/' Considerable 
wisdom may lie in this aphorism. At all events, we see, 
world has acted on it long, and indeed improved on it, — putting 
many a Schoolma3t«r of its great Buigh-Seminnry to a death 
which even coat it something. The world, it is true, had for 
some time been too busy to go out of ita way, and put any Author 
to death ; however, the old sentence pronounced against them 
■was found to be pretty safficient. The hist Writers, being Monks, 
were sworn to a vow of Poverty ; the modem Authors had no 
need to swear to it. This was an epoch when an Otway could 
still die of hunger ; not to speak of your innumerable Scrogginses, 
whom 'the Muse found sUetched beneath a ri^,' with 'rusty 
grate unconscious of a fire,' stocking-nightcap, sanded floor, and 
all the other escutcheons of the cisft, time out of mind the heir- 
looms of Authorship. Scro^iii9, however, seems to have been 
but an idler; not at all so diligent, as worthy Mr. Boyce, whom 
we might have seen sitting up in bed, with bis wearing-apparel 
of Blanket about him, and a hole slit in the same, that his hand 
might be at liberty to work in its vocation. The worst was, thnt 
too frequently a blackguard recklessness of temper ensued, in- 
capable of turning to account what good the gods even here had 
provided : your Boyces acted on some stoico-epicurean principle 
of mrpF diem, as men do in bombarded towns, and seasons of 
raging pestilence ; — and so had lost not only their life, and 
presence of mind, but their status as persona of respectability. 
The trade of Author was at about one of its lowest ebba when 
Johnson embarked on it. 

Accordingly we find no mention of Illuminations in the city 
of London, when this same ruler of the British Nation arrived 
in it : no cannon-salvos are fired ; no flourish of drums and 
trumpets greets his appearance on the scene. He cnteia quite 
quietly, with some copper halfpence in his pocket ; creeps into 
lodgings in K^oter Street, Strand ; and has a Coronation Pontiff' 
also, of not less peculiar equipment, whom, with all aubmissive- 
ness, he must wait upon, in his Vatican of St. John's Uate. This 
is the dull oily Printer alluded to above, 

' Cftve'a tompor,' bajs onr Knight Hawkins, ' was phlegmatic ; thoogli 
ho aunmed, oa the publtsfaer of the MagaziDF, (he aaoie of Sylvsuos 
Urban, he bad few of those qualities tbat oODBtitiite nrhaaitf. Judge of 
biB mjat of thoDi by tbis qaeation, which be oace pat to an •atbori 

" Mr. , I bear joa have jiut publiahed a pamphlet, and am told tliure 

is a Tory good parairraph in it npon the subject of matic : did yon write 
tbnt youreolf ?" Hia diBoeruTUcnt was also alow ; aad as he had slToady 
at his command Bomo writers cf prose and verBo, who. in Ibe liiDf^DtiRe of 
BooliHelleni, ore called good bands, ha was the backwanjer in maliiag 
a'lvnnoea, or conning on intimaoy with Johnson, Upon the Brst approaoh 
of a itraager. his praotice was to conlinno silting ; a postare in which be 
was BFOr to bo found, and for a fow miculCH to continae silent : H at any 
time ba was inclined to begin tbo diBcourae, it was genomlly by potting a 
lenf of the Mngoiine, then in tho press, into the bond of his viiitor, and 
oslcing his opinion of it. * * * 

' He was so iuoompatent a judge of Jobnaoo's abilities, that meaning 
at one timo to dnzzlo him with the aplendnnr of some of Ifaoae luminaries 
in Lilernture, who fnvonred him with ihcir eorreapundpnco, he told him 
tbat i( bo would, in tho evoniog, be at a certain aleboose in the neigh- 



boarhood of Clerkenwoll. he nii|{ht huve a chuncu of seciug Mr. Itrannu 
and another or two of those illualrioua con tribii torn : Johnsi.u ncuruptnl 
the invitation ; and being introduced by Cave, dressed in a li.oae horse- 
mao'a ooat, and aiioh B great bushy wit; Be he constantly wi.re, lo ttio 
si|[ht of Mr. Browne, whom be found sitting at the nppcr enil of a long 
table, in a olooil of tobiicco-einoke, had his cariosity gratified." 

In fact, if we look seriously into the condition of Authorship 
at that period, wo shall find tbat Johnson had undertaken one of 
the ritggedest of all possible enterprises ; that bote as elsewhere 
Fortune had given him unspeakable Contradictions to reconcile. 
For a man of Johnson's stamp, the Problem was twofold : /Vrrf, 
not only ss the humble but ini lis pens able condition of all eUo, to 
keep himself, if so might be, alive ; but secondly, to koe[) himself 
alive by speaking forth the TrutlL that was in him, and spciiking 
it truly, that is, in the clearest and fittest utteranco the Htavcna 
had enabled htm to give it, let the Earth say to this what she 
liked. Of which twofold Problem if it be hard to solve either 
member separately, how incalculably raoro bo to solve it when 
both are conjoined, and work with endless complication into one 
another ! He that finds himself already Itept ulivc, can sonietiincs 
(unhappily not always) speak a little ti-ulh ; bo that linds himself 
able and willing, to all lengths, to tpcak lies, may, by watching 
how tho wind ails, scrape together a livelihood, sometimes of 
great splendour; he, again, who finds himself provided with 
neither endowment, lias but a ticklish game to play, and shall 
have praises if he win it. Let us look a little at both faces of 
the matter ; and see what front they then offered onr Adventurer, 
what front he offered them. 

At tlie timo of Johnson's appearance on tbo ticld. Literature, 
in many senaes, was in a transitional stato ; chiefly in this sense, , 
as respects the pecuniary subsistence of its cultivators. It was ia'^ 
the very act of poasing from the protection of Patrons into that J 
of the Public ; no longer to supply its necessities by laudatoryi 
Dedications to the Great, but by judicious Bargains with tba J 
Booksellers. This happy change has been much sung an' 
celebrated ; many a ' lord of the lion heart and eagle eye ' tookia^l 
back with scorn enough on the bygone system of Dependency;.' 
BO that now it were perhaps well to consider, for a' moment, wliat 
good might also be in it, what gratitude wo owe it. That a good 
in it, admits not of doubt. Whatsover has i.xiated has had 
ila value : without some truth and worth lying in it, the thing 
coiild not have hung together, and been the organ and sustenance,. 
and method of action, for me^ that reasoned and were alive. 
Translate a Falsehood which is wholly false into Practice, tho 
lult comes out aero; there is no fruit or issue to bo derived from it 
That in an sge, when a Nobleman was still nohle, still with h[# 
wealth tho protector of worthy and humane thing=, aud fclUl ] 
venerated as such, a poor Man of Genius, hia brother in nobloiicsg^ | 
should, with unfeigned reverence, address liira and say : 'I hav» I 
found Wisdom here, and would fain proclaim it abroad ; wilt* I 
thou, of thy abundance, afford me tho meansi' — ^in all this the».3 
no baseuoss ; it was whoUy an honest proposal, which a frm'I 
might make, and a free man listen to. So might a Tasso^ j 
with a GerusatentTite in his hand or in his head, speak to a Duk» j 
of Ferrara ; so might a Shakcspeara to his Southampton ; und 1 
Continental Artiste generally to their rich P^tcctors, — in somft. ] 
countries, down almost to these days. It was only whan the I 
reverence became feigned, that baseness entered into the transacliuik J 
on both sides ; and, indeed, flourished there with rapid luxuriance^ 
till tbat became disgracefid for a Urydeu, which a Sliakespcara 
could once practise witliout offuuce. 

Neither, it is very true, was the new way of B,M)kseUur 
Miocenasship worthless ; which opened itself at this juncture, for 
tho most important of all trunsport-lrades, now when tho old way 
had become too miry and impassabte. Remark, moreover, how 
this second sort of Miccenaaship, after carrying us through nearly 
century of Literary Time, appears now to have wellnigh dis- 
charged its function also ; and to bo working pretty rapidly 
towards some l/iird method, tbo exact conditions of which ere yet 
nowise visible. Thus all things have their end ; and wo should 
part with them all, not in anger, but in peace. The Bookseller- 
system, during its peculiar centnry, the wliolo of the eighteenth, 
lUd carry us handsomely along; and many good Works it hao 
left us, and many good Men it maintained : if it is now flzgjritig 



by PoFrenT, aa the Patrcnage-Syatom did by FLiiTERT (for L'jtng 
is ever the forerminer of Death, nay is itaolf Death), let us not 
forget its benefita ; bow it ouraed Literature through boyhood and 
school-ycaiB, as Patronage had wrapped it in soft swaddling- 
bands ;^till now we see it aboat to put on the toga virilis, could 
it \m\fiRd any such ! 

There is tolerable travelling on the beaten road, run how it 
may ; only on the new road not yet levelled and paved, and 
the old road all broken into ruts and quagmires, is the travelling 
bad or impracticable. The difficulty lies always in the traneition 
from one method to aootber. In which state it was that Johnson 
now found Literature ; and out of which, let ua also say, 
maafnlly carried it. "What remarkable laoTtaX firgt paid copyright 
in England we have not ascertained ; perhaps, foralmoatacentnry 
bi-fure, aome scarce visible or ponderable pittance of wages had 
occasionally been yielded by the Seller of Books to the Writer of 
thera : tbe original Covenant, stipulating to produce Paradise Lmt 
on the one hand, and Five Pourtde Sterliitg on the other, still lies 
{we liavo been told) in black-on-white, for inspection and purchase 
by the curious, at a Bookshop in Chancery IJine. Tbus had the 
jnatlcr gone on, in a mixed contused way, tor some threescore 
years ; — as ever, in such things, the old syBtem overlaps the new, 
by some generation or two, and only dies quite out when the new 
has got a complete organisation and weather- worthy surface of its 
awn. Among the first Authors, the very lirat of any significance, 
who lived by the day's wages of his craft, and composedly faced 
the world on that basis, was Samuel Johnson. 

At the time of Johnaon's appearance there were still two 
ways, on which an Author might attempt proceeding : there were 
the MBcenascs proper in tile West llnd of London ; and the 
Uteoenascs virtual of St. John's Gate and Paternoster Row. To 
a considerate man it might seem uncertain which method were 
preferable: neitber had very high attractions; the Patron's aid 
was now wellnigb necessarily polluted by sycophancy, before it 
could come to hand ; the Hookseiler'a was deformed with greedy 
stupidity, nut to say entire wooden-headedness and disgust (so that 
an Osborne even required to be knocked down, by an author of 
spirit), and could barely keep the thread of life together. The 
one was the wages of suffering and poverty ; the other, unless you 
gave strict heed to it, the wages of sin. In time, Johnson had 
opportanily of looking into both methods, and ascertaining what 
they were ; but found, at first trial, that the former would in no- 
wiao do for him. Listen, once again, to that far-famed Bla^t of 
Doom, proclaiming into the ear of Lord Chesteilield, and, through 
him. of the listening world, that patrou^e should bo no more ! 
'SeTBD jean, mj Lord, hnve now pi 

ln-fD pniibiDg oa my Wurk * Ihrouph difficulties, of whicb it is usclesa to 
i^omplBiD, nnd have brought it at loat to thevprge of pubticBitioii, without 
rme act of Batiiitauoe,+ one word of encuuragunienC, or odd soiilo of 

"The shepherd in Virgit grdw at last acquainted with Lore, nod foiiDd 
Lim ft Dative of the rooks. 

' la not a palron, my Lord, one who looks with unconcem on a man 
straggling for lifo in tbe water, And when ho has reaobed ^ound, oncam. 
ber» him with bolp ? Tbe Dolico which you have been plooaed to take oF 
Bij labonri, bad it boon early, bad been kiad : but it has been delayed 
till I am indilTerent nod cftDnot OQJoj it; till I am SDliiorj and cannot 
impart it| till I am known and do not want it. 1 hope it is no very 
cjnicfti aapority, not to oonfesa obligationg irhere no benefit hu been 
received ; it to be anwitling that the public ahoold oonBidor me as on-ing 
that to a patron whJoh rrovidenco bna poubled me to do for myself, 

' llm.riag carried on my Work thns far with bo little obliguiion to any 

favintr of UaniiDff, I iball not be disappoinlod iboiigb I ahotitd conclude 

ll. it loaa b« poMiblo, willi Imb i tot 1 have lonK been awakened frooi chat 

ilrcam of hope, in which I iince boaslod mysolf with so niLicb eiuliBLion, 

' My liord, your Lordihip'a moat humble, must obedionb servant, 

'SiH. JouNaoH.' 

And tlms must the rebelltoua ' Sara. Johnson ' turn him to 
the Bookselling guild, and the wondrous chaos of 'Author by 



^i 



* Tba IkigUth DutKfiary. 

t Worn lime and prinier'a space of no Tnlne, it were cm^ to wash 
any oartain f'lollab sont-ataiRi dropped horo aa ' NoIpb i ' eepecially two ; 
Ihd one no thia tronl, and on Boaweira Note to it i the oibor on the (lara- 
araph which folluw*. Ul ' Kd.' look a ieennil timo : be will find that 
Johiwan's Mcrsd ngard for Trv-tlt li the only ibiinf lo bo ' ooied ' in tbe 
forner oaav i aiN, In tho latter, thai Ihii of ' Loto'a being a natire of the 
nxrlM ' #i>|(u1It h»i a ' m*ntilnK.' 



trade ; ' and, though ushered into it oidy by that dull oily Printer, 
' with loose horseman's ■:oat and such a great bushy wig as he 
constantly wore,' and only as subaltern to aome commanding- 
officer 'Browne, sitting amid tobacco-smoke at the head of a 
long table in the alehouse at Cleikenweli,' — gird himself together 
for the warfare; having no alternative ! 

Little less contradictory was that other branch of the twofold 
Problem now set before Johnson ; the speaking forth of TrutJi. 
Kay, taken by itself, it had in those days become so complex as 
to puzzle strongest heads, with nothing else imposed on them for 
solution ; and even to turn high heads of that sort into men 
hollow vizards, speaking neither truth nor falsehood, or anything 
but what the Prompter and Player (6iroi^i.T^t) put into them. 
Alas ! for poor Johnson Contradiction abounded ; in spirituals 
and in temporals, within and without. Bom with the siroagest 
unconquerable lose of just Insight, he mnat begin to live and 
learn in a scene where I'tejudico llouri&hes with rank luxurisnce. 
Kngland was all confused enough, sightless and yet resiles^ take 
it wliere you would ; but figure the beet intellect in England 
nursed up to manhood in the idol-cavem of a poor Tradesman's 
house in the cathedral city of Licbtield ! What is Truih 1 said 
jesting Pilate. What is Truth! might earnest Johnson much 
more emphatically say. Truth, no longer, like the Phcenix, in 
rainbow plumage, poured, from her glittering beak, such tones of 
sweetest melody as took captive every ear; the Phcenix (waxing 
old) had wellnigh ceased her singing, and enij>ty wearisome 
Cuckoos, and doleful monotonous Uwls, innumerabJe Jays also, 
and twittering Sparrows on the housetop, pretended ibvy tvcro 
repieating her. 

It was wholly a divided ago, that of Johnson ; Unity existed 
nowhere, iu its Heaven, or in its Earth. Society, ibruugh every 
fibre, was rent asunder : all things, it was then becoming visible, 
but could not then be understood, were moving onwards, with 
impulse received ages before^ yet now first with a decisive 
rapidity, towards that great chaotic gulf, where, whether in the 
ibape of French Kevolutions, Reform Bills, or what shape 
loevcr, bloody or bloodless, the descent and engullment asauine, 
re now see them weltering and boiling. Already Cant, as once 
before hinted, had begun to play its wonderful part, for the hour 
was come: two ghastly Apparitions, unreal simulacra both, 
HvpocRiBr and Atbbisu, ore already, in silence, parting the 
world. Opinion and Action, which should live together ea 
wedded pair, ' one fiesh,' more properly as Soul and Body, have 
iimenced their open quarrel, and are suing for a aeparate 
intenaucc, — as if they could exist separately. To the earnest 
mind, in any position, firm footing and a life of Truth was 
becoming daOy more difficult : in Johnson'a position it was more 
difficult than in almost any other. 

If, as for a devout nature was inevitable and indispensable, 
he looked up to Keligiun, as to the polestar of his voyage, 
Iready there was no fixed polestar any longer visible ; but two 
tara, a whole constellation of stars, each proclaiming itself 
.3 the true. There was the red portentous comet«taT of 
Infidelity ; the dim fixed^tar, burning ever dimmer, uncertain 
now whether not an atmospheric meteor, of Orthodoxy : which 
of Uieso to choose t The keener intellects of Europe had, 
almost without exception, ranged themselves tinder the fomier: 
'or some half century, it had been the general effort of European 
ipeculation to proclaim that the Destruction of Falsehood was tbe 
only Truth ; daily had Denial waxed stronger and stronger, 
Belief sunk more aud more into decay. From our Bo]ingbn>k«9 
id Tolauds the sceptical fever bail passed into France, into 
Scotland ; and abeady it smouldered, far and wide, secretly 
eating out the heart of England. Bayle had played his port ; 
Voltaire on a wider theatre, was playing his,— Johnson'a senior 
by some fifteen yean : Hume and Johnson were children almoal 
of tho same year." To this keener order of intellecta did 
Johnson indisputably belong: was he to join them; was he to 
op]iose tbem t A comphcated question: for, alas, the Chmch 
itself is no longer, even to him, wholly of true adamant anil 
baked mud conjoined : the muklously Devout Las to find tiia 
Church tottering ; and pause amazed to see, instead of inspired 
Priest, many a swinef ceiling Trulhber ministering at her altar. 

* Johuaon, Scptomboc 1709 ; Humo, April ITII. 
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It is not the lenst curious of the incohereuces whiofa John! 
bud to reconuile, tbnt, though by nuture contemptuous a 
iiiuredulous, be was at that tinie of day, to find his safety and 
glory in defending, with hia whole might, the traditions of tbi 
elders. 

Not less perplexingly intricate, and on both sides hollow o; 
'[Uostionable, was the aspect of Politics. Whiga struggling 
blindly forward, Tories holding blindly back ; each with t 
forecast of a half truth ; neither with any forecast of the whole t 
Admire here this other Contradiction in the life of Johnson 
that, though the most ungovernable, and in practice the most 
independent of men, be must bo a Jacobite, and worshipper of 
the Divine ElKht. In Politics also there are Trreconcilabli 
enough for him. As, indeed, how could it be otlterwisol Fi 
ivhen Religion is torn asunder, and the very heart of man 
existence set against itself, then in all subordinate departments 
there must needs be boUowness, incoherence. The English 
XatioD had rebelled against a Tyrant; and, by the han(& of 
rehgioua tyrannicides, exacted stem vengeance of him ; Democracy 
had risen iron-sinewed, and, ' like an infant Hercules, strangled 
serpents in its cradle.' But as yet none knew the meanin] 
esLtent of the phenomenon : Europe was not ripe for it ; not to 
be ripened for it but by the culture and various experience of 
jinother century and a half. And now, when the King-killers 
were all swept away, and a milder second picture was painted 
over the canvas of ihe jirsl, aad betitled ' Glorious Revolution,' 
who doubted but the catastrophe was over, the whole business 
finished, and Democracy gone to its long sleep 1 Yet was it like 
a business finished and not finished ; a lingering uneasiness dwelt 
ia all minds : the deep-lying, resistless Tendency, which had still 
to be obeyed, could no longer be TccognUed ; thus was there 
halfnesB, insiuceritj-, uncertainty in men's ways; instead of 
heroic Puritans and heroic Cavaliers, came now a dawdling set 
of argumentative Whiga; and a dawdling set of deaf-eared 
Tories ; each half-foolish, each half-false. The Whigs were false 
and without basis ; inasmuch as their whole object was Resistance, 
Criticism, Demolition,- — they knew not why, or towards what 
issue. In Whiggism, ever since a Charles and his Jeffries had 
ceased to meddle with it, and to have any Rnssel or Sydney to 
meddle with, there could be no divineness of character; not 
till, in these latter days, it took the figure of a thorough- going, 
all-defying Radicalism, was there any solid footing for it to stand 
on. Of the like uncertain, half-hollow nature had Toryism 
become, in Johnson's time ; preaching forth indeed an everlasting 
truth, the duty of Loyalty ; yet now, ever since the final 
expulsion of the Stuarts, having no Person, but only an O^e to 
bo loyal to ; no living HoiU to worsliip, but only a dead velvet- 
cushioned Chatr. Its attitude, therefore, was stiff-necked refusal 
to move ; as that of Whiggism was clamorous command to move, 
— let rhyme and reason, on both bauds, say to it what they 
might. The consequence was ; Immeasurable floods of con- 
tentious jargon, tending nowhitber ; false conviction ; false resist- 
ance to conviction ; decay (ultimately to become decease) of 
whatsoever was once understood by the words, FrincipU, or 
Ilimcitij of heart; the louder and louder triumph of Jlatfaesa 
and Plausibility over H7io/-eneaa and Truth ;^at last, this all- 
overshadowing efflorescence of Quackkhv, which we now see, 
with all its deadening and killing fruits, in all its innumerable 
branches, down to the lowest. How, between these jarring 
extremes, wherein the rotten lay so inextricably intermingled 
with the sound, and as yet no eye could see through the ulterior 
meaning of the matter, was a faithful and true man to adjust 
himself ) 

That Johnson, in spite of all drawbacks, adopted the Con- 
servative side ; stationed himself aa the unyielding opponent of 
Innovation, resolute to hold fast the form of sound words, could 
not but increase, in no small measure, the difficulties he had to 
strive with. We mean, the moral difficulties ; for in economienl 
respects, it might be pretty equally balanced ; the Tory servant 
of the Public had perhaps about the same chance of promotion 
as the Whig : and all the promotion Johnson aimed at was the 
privilege to live. But, for what, though unavowed, was no less 
indispensable, for hia peace of conscience, and the clear ascertain- 
ment and feeling of his Duty as an inhabitant of God's world, 
tlie case was hereby rendered mucli more complex. To resist 



Innovation is easy enough on one condition : that you resist 
Inquiry. This is, and was, the common expedient of your common 
Conservatives ; but it would not do for Johnson : he was a xealous 
recommender and practiser of Inquiry ; once for all, could not 
and would not believe, much less speak and act, a Falsehood: the 
/onn of sound words, which he held fast, must have a meaniinj iji 
it, Here lay the diffluulty : to behold a portentous mixture of 
True and False, and feel that he must dwell and fight there ; yet 
to love and defend oidy the True. How worship, when you 
cannot and will not be an idolater ; yet cannot help discerning 
that the Symbol of your Divinity has half become idolatrous) 
This was the question, which Johnson, the man both of clear eye 
and devout believing heart, must answer,— *at peril of his lifa 
The Whig or Sceptic, on the other hand, had a much simpler part 
to play. To him only the idolatrous side of things, nowise the 
divine one, lay visible : not worthip, therefore, nay in the strict 
sense not heart-honesty, is required of him. What spiritual force 
is his, he can conscientiously employ in the work of cavilling, of 
pulling-down what is False. For the rest, tliat there is or can be 
any Truth of a higher than sensual nature, has not occurred to 
him. The utmost, therefore, that he as man has to aim at, is 
R£SPECTABII:1TT, the suffrages of his fellow-men. Such suffrages 
ho may weigh as well as count : or count only : according as he 
ia a Burke or a Wilkes, But beyond these there lies nothing 
divine for him ; these attained, all is attained. Thus is his whole 
world distinct and raunded-in ; a clear goal is set before him; a 
firm path, rougher or smoother ; at worst a firm region wherein to 
seek a path : let him gird up bis loins, and travel on without 
misgivings ! For the honest Conservative, again, nothing is dis- 
tinct, nothing rounded-in : Besphctabilitt can nowise be his 
highest Godhead ; not one aim, but two conflicting aims to be 
continually reconciled by him, has he to strive after. A difficult 
position, as we said ; which accordingly the most did, oven in 
those days, but half defend : by the surrender, namely, of their 
own too cumbersome honentij, or even understaitdivg; after which 
the conipletest defence was worth little. Into this difficult 
position Johnson, nevertheless, threw himself : found it indeed 
full of difficulties ; yet held it out manf uUy, as an honcetrhearted, 
open-sighted man, while life was in him. 

Such was that same ' twofold Problem ' set before Samuel 
Johnson. Consider all these moral difficulties ; and add to them 
the fearful aggravation, which lay in that other circumstance, that 
ho needed a continual appeal to the Public, must continually 
produce a certain impression and conviction on the Public; that 
if he did not, he ceased to have ' provision for the day that w.is 
passing over him,' be could not any longer live ! How a vulgar 
character, once launched into this wild element ; driven onwards 
by Fear and Famine ; without other aim than to clutch what 
Provender (of Enjoyment in any kind) lie could get, always if 
possible keeping quite clear of the Gallows and Pillory, that is to 
say, minding heedfully both 'person' and ' character,'— would 

I floated hither and thither in it ; and contrived to eat some 
three repasts daily, and wear some three suits yearly, and then to 
depart and disappear, having consumed his last ration : all this 
might be worth knowing, but were in itself a trivial knowledge. 
How a noble man, resolute for the Truth, to whom Shams and 
Lies were once for all an abomination, was to act in it : here lay 
the mystery. By what methods, by what gifts of eye and hand, 
does a heroic Samuel Johnson, now when cast forth, into that 
waste Chaos of AutborHhip, maddest of things, a mingled 
Fhlegethon and Fleet-ditch, with its floating lumber, and sea- 
krakens, and mud-spectres, — shape himself a voyage; of the 
transient driftwood, and the enduring iron, build him a sea-worthy 
Life-boat, and sail therein, undrowned, unpolluted, tJirougb the 
roaring ' mother of dead dt^,' onwards to an eternal Landmark, 
and City that hath foundations I This high question is even tli<- 
one answered in Loswell's Book; which Book we therefore, n<>t. 
80 falsely, have named a Bei-uic Pueni ; for in it there lies the 
whole argument of such. Glory to our brave Samuel. Ho 
accomplished this wonderful Problem ; and now through long 
generations we point to him, and say : Here also was a. Man ; li^t 

world once more have assunmce of a Man 1 

Had there been in Johnson, now when afioat on that con- 
fusion worse confounded of grandeur and squalor, no light but 
an earthly outward one, ho too must have made shipwreck., Vvi.*i». 
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*' '• '-•'•' I pliiiMi I, lii« III", iil.'i iiililicil uliitiil'lfri'. wit.li III" pni.sH 
•'I A "nil I ill |.ii . '.irii Miiily Villi', iinw: vjrwii or li:il]itr.iii:itioli.-t 
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* ' ' • ' il' I l''i I'iVi'll lillll In 1 rll-'H'i-ltl. I'lit., an o]MMl I'yc .'111(1 
I' •' III \. ill I'liil Mil llin Wiiijil, ulii'lr toi'ViT lin ritli c.'lteii a 
1' ■ ■ ' "I 1'. villi I i.M I liiiin.ily In |.||it |jj.,l,^ >vi« lind tliis a 

•' III • liio I 'ill III 111 liirn , |.ii all linniiiii int«Tc:-,t.'{ )]«> ha.M a 
' ' , III' iMi III! I li-iinlii 1 ill III III niillij ilihMr:tt lllin, rVrli III 

* ■ ' • . I'\ 'I" III. ill': I'l 111 I I I. ill , tliii \viiy:» of liii'ii an< all 

" ' '"■ I" I'llii . iili\ liniii^iM llitll;', IIipI. Iim «iii| Hot. klliiVV, hc 

* » '■ ' I ■ I "■■" jii'lli I iiMii, iiiMii «i\.-i. iMi-ilil,iiiiiii, \vii:4 what 111' 
I' ■ 'I Il\ \\i>!i ••! vnlliiiiil lilt will; Im lli<* iniiul cii' 
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* A"l Z*t.:.i:.rJ -. f'-i! = of t^wt. Ji-d ab-r-de are venerable, and now 
j .'r. '■«:': rj to tr.': r;..j.-.T -. - 77.... ii :.. t.? fe-sr ; f.r Lis name bas become great ; 
I a.-.':, a;) w; ir-is: i.f:-.-a -t::.! a kizl cf sii fidmiracion recognise, there is, 
':7';n r'j tLo rucicai n.as. z.i {.T-.-riisesJ £0 venerable as intellectual, aa 
rtp.ri:u3il ijrr'-a:nrrs.= ; ziciv j.r&pc-r.T there is no o:£;er rencrablo at all. Fur 
tT'.wr.'.fflcr, wha*. boul-.T 1 :.»!:; -inir Li-i^ic. for :he very clown or craftsman of 
'/ ,r LNt^;:*ri'j, lie.s i . the v.- rd * 3.:-:flar: ' ' He is a scholar: ' be is a uinu 
.;■ ' ,• ',:.;*:. ■.'.*;; cf fi vr:= iom to !i2 Cv'Ji. ''•*•«, intinicc : who shall Bpeak bis 
v,/,. fj : Srif.-ij th:-.'/a, v.e nav, Cll us wi:u a certain pathetic admiration uf 
'!• r.'iCC'l ;iLd oL.-ir».c:ed yet giorioiis m:in ; archaDgel though in ruins, — or 
ratiicr. th'»u^-ii in ru66i j/i of cncumbracces and mud-incrustations, which 
iilho arc not. to be {lerpotual. 

Nevorihflr.'C;:^, in this mad -whirling all -forgetting London, the haunts 
of the mi«.rhty that were can t<eIdom without a strange difficulty be dis- 
rovorc'd. Will any man, for instance, tell as which hrick* it was in Lincoln's 
inn iiuJIdiiigs that lien J(jn son's baud and trowel laid ? No man, it is to 
bo feared, — and also gruuibli>d ai. With Samuel Johnson may it prove 
othirrwi.^o! A Gentloinan of the Biirish Museum is said to have made 
(iruwinKH of all /*i« residencea : the blessing of Old Mortality bo u{ioii 
liiiiil Wi- ourselves, not without labour or risk, lately discovered Guuuii 
.S(^i;akr, iHiLwcen Fleet Street and Uolborn (adjoining both to JioLT Colkt 
iind Jou.nson'.s Couht) ; and on tho second day of search, the very 
llotiHO then;, wherein tho En'jlish Dictionary was composed. It is tho 
fii'Ht or c<jrnfr house on the rig! it bund, as you enter through the arched 
way from tho North-west. Tho actual occupant, an elderly, well-wai*hed, 
d<Mfnt.i()(<king man, invited us to enter; and courteously undertook to 
bi< iifrro/.c; tiiongh in his memory luy nothing but tho foolishest jumblo 
and halliicinalion. It is a stout, old-fashioned, oak-balusiradcd house: 
* I liiivo Hpent many a i>ound and peimy on it since then/ said tho W(ir:hy 
Liindlord : * hert>, you etM», this JJedroom whs the Doctor's study ; that 
waH thu gurden' (a plot of delved ground somewhut larger than a bod- 
quilt), * where ho walked fi»r exercise; these three garret BednHiuia* 
(Mhrro his three Copyists 8:it and wrote) * were the pUice he kept his — 
y*:.';.i7.s in'! Tcwj^vs ri/u.r rrrvh^ ! Yet ferax also: fur our friend now 
iiddeii, with a wistful look, which strove to heem merely historical: ^1 
lei it nil in Lodgings, to i-especlublo gentlemen; by tho quarter or the 
month; it's all iiiu tn me.' — 'To mo also,' whispered tho tihust uf 
Saii.uoi, as we went pcn.iivi'ly our ways. 



tion, is his nppointeil balJast and UJe-btirJen ; he 'could not 
remomber the day he had passed free from pain.' Nevertheless, 
Life, as we said before, is always Life : a healthy sou), imprison 
it aa you will, in squalid garrets, shabby coat, bodily sickness, or 
whatever else, will assert its heaven-granted indefeasible Freedom, 
its right to conquer ili faculties, to do work, even to feel glodaess, 
Johoson dues not whine over his existence, but manfuLy makes 
the most and best of it. ' He said, a man might live in a garret 
at eiglitoenpence a-week : few people would inquire where he 
lodged ; and if they did, it was easy to say : " Sir, I am to ho 
found at such a place," By spending threepence in a coffee- 
house, ho might be for some hours every day in very good com- 
pany ; he night dine for sixpence, breakfast on bread-and-milk 
for a penny, and do without snpper. On dean-shirt day he went 
abroad ,and paid visits.' Think by whom and of whom this was 
uttered, and ask then, Whether there is more pathos in it than in 
a whole circulating-library of GiaoiiTS and Sarolrh, or less pathosi 
On another occasion, ' when Dr. Johnson, ono day, read his own 
Satire, in which the life of a scholar is painted, with the various 
obBtmctiona thrown in his way to fortune and to fame, he burst 
into a passion of tears : Mr. Thrale's family and Mr. Scott only 
were present, who, in a jocose way, clapped him on the back, 
and said: "What's all this, my dear sit J Why, you and 1 and 
Heretdea, you know, were all troubled with tnclanrholy." Ho 
was a very large man, and made-out the triumvirate with Johnson 
and Hercules comically enough.' These were sweet tears ; the 
sweet victorious remembrance lay in them of toils indeed frightful, 
yet never flinched from, and now triumphed over. ' One day it 
shall dtlight you also to remember labour done ! '—Neither, 
though Johnson is obscure and poor, need the highest enjoyment 
of existence, that of heart freely communing with heart, be denied 
him. Savage and he wander homeless through the streets; with- 
out bed, yet not without friendly converse ; such another conver- 
sation not, it is like, producible in the proudest drawing-room of 
London, for, under the void Night, upon the hard pavement, 
are their own woes the only topic ; nowise ; they ' will stand by 
their country,' they there, tJie two ' Backwoodsmen ' of the Brick 
Desert ! 

Of all ontward evila Obacnrity is perhaps in it-self the least 
To Johnson, aa to a healthy-minded man, the fantastic article, 
sold or given under the title of Fu^nr, had little or no value but 
ita intrinsic one. He prized it as the means of getting him 
employment and good wages; scarcely as anything more. His 
light and guidance came from a loftier source ; of which, in 
honest avorBion to all hypocrisy or pretentious talk, he spoke not 
to men ; nay perhaps, being of a healthy mind, had never spoken 
to himself. We reckon it a striking fact in Johnson's history, 
tliis carelessness of his to Fame. Most authors speak of their 
'Fame' as if it were a quite priceless matter; the grand ulti- 
matum, and heavenly Constantine's-Banner they had to follow, 
and conquer under. — ^Thy ' Fame ' ! Unhappy mortal, where 
will it and thou both be in some fifty years 3 Shakespeare him- 
self has lasted but two hundred; Homer (partly by accident) 
three tliouaand ; and does not already an ETEitMiTr encircle every 
Me and every Thee > Cease, then, to sit feverishly hatching on 
that ' Fame ' of thine ; and flapping and shrieking with fierce 
lusses, like brood-goose on her last egg, if man shall or dare 
approach it ! Quarrel not with me, hate me not, my Brother : 
make what thou canst of thy egg, and welcome : God knows, I 
will not steal it ; I believe it to be nifd/fl.— Johnson, for hia part, 
was no man to he killed by a review; concerning which matter, 
it was said by a benevolent person : If any author can be reviewed 
to death, let it be, with all convenient despal^h, drme. Johnson 
thankfully receives any word spoken in his favour : is nowbe 
disobliged by a lampoon, hut will look at it, if pointed out to 
him, and show how it might have been dcme better : the lampoon 
itself is indeed nothing, a fioap-hubhle that next moment will 
I become a drop of aonr suds ; but in the meanwhile, if it do any- 
■^^^ing, it keeps him more in the world's eye, and the next bargain 
'1 be all the richer : ' Sir, if they should cease to talk of me, I 
toust starve.' Sound heart and understanding head : tliese fail 
-J man, not even a Man of Letters I 

Obscurity, however, was, in Johnson's case, whether a light 
r heavy evil, likely to bo no lasting one. He is animntcd by 
9 spirit of a trae toorlcmatt, resolute to do his work well ; and 



he floce his work well; ail his work, that of writing, that of 
living. A man of this stamp is unhapjnly not so comnioii in Iliu 
literary or in any other department of the world, that he can 
continue always unnoticed. By slow degrees, Johnson cuiei^es ; 
looming, at first, huge and dim in the eye of an observant lew; 
at last disclosed, in his real proportions, to the eye of the wliolo 
world, and encircled with a 'tight-nimbus' of glory, so that 
whoso irt not blind must and shall behold him. By slow degree)^ 
we said; for this also is notable; slow bub eurc : ob his fiirne 
waxes not by cx^^erated clamour of what he eoeynn to be, but 
by better and better insight of what he is, so it will last and 
stand wearing, being genuine. Thus indeed is it alwHye, or 
nearly always, with true fame. I'he lieavenly Luminary rises 
amid vapours ; atargaMrs enough must scan it with critical tele- 
scopes ; it mi^es no L>Iariog, the worM con cither look at il> or 
forbear looking at it ; not till after a time and times doua ita 
celestial eternal nature become indubitable. Pleasant, on iho 
other hand, is the blazing of a Tarbarrel ; the crowd donee merrily 
round it, with loud huzzaing, universal three-times-Uiree, and, hke 
Homer's peasants, 'bless the useful light:' but unhappily it eu 
soon ends in darkness, foul choking smoke; and is kieki-d into 
the gutters, a nameless imbroglio of charred staves, pitch- cinders 
and vmniseement du dia/ilc ! 

But indeed, from of old, Johnson has enjoyed all, or nearly 
all, that Fame can yiL-ld any man : the respect, the ohedience of 
those that are about him and inferior to him ; of those whoso 
opinion alone can have any forcible impression on him. A littlo 
circle gathers round the Wise man ; which gradually enlaiges as 
the report thereof spreads, and more can come to see and to 
believe ; for Wisdom ia precious, and of irresistible attisutiou U) 
all. 'An in spired -idiot,' Goldsmith, hangs strangely about liim; 
though, aa Hawkins says, 'he loved not Johnson, but rather 
envied him for his pnrts ; and once entreated a friend to desist 
from praising him, " for in doing so," said he, " you bai ruiv-u[> 
my very soul!"* Yet, on the whole, there ia no evil in the 
'gooseberry-fool;' but rather much good; of a finer, if of a 
weaker, sort than Johnson's ; and all the more genuine ihai ha 
himself could never become tonmo^ of it, — though unhappily 
never cease attemptini} to become so : the Author of the gmiuiiio 
yiear of Wakefietd, mil he, will he, must needs fly towards sucli 
a mass of genuine Manhood ; and Dr. Minor keep gyrating round 
Dr. Major, alterualely attracted and repelled. Then there is iha 
ehivalroua Topham Bcauclerk, with his sharp wit, and gallant 
courtly ways: there is Bennct Langton, an orthodox genlieman, 
and worthy ; though Johnson once laughed, louder aluioi^l than 
moital, at his lust will and testament ; and ' could not stop his 
merriment, but continued it oU the way till he got without tlte 
Temple-gate; then burst into such a lit of laughter that he 
appeared to be almost in a convulsion; and, in order to eupi^ort 
himself, laid hold of one of the posts at the side of the foot- 
pavement, and sent forth peals so loud that, in the silence of the 
night, his voice seemed to resound from Temple-hat to Fleet- 
ditch 1 ' Lastly comes his solid-thinking, solid-feeding Tliiale, 
the well-beloved man ; with Thrulia, a briglit papilionaeeouB 
creature, whom the elephant loved to play with, and wava to 
and fro upon liie trunk. Not to speak of a reverend Boaiy, for 
what need is there farther 1 — Or of the spiritual Luminarii-s, with 
tongue or pen, who made that age remarkable; or of Higlibiid 
Lairds drinking, in fierce usquebaugh, ' Your health, Tuctor 
Shonson ! ' — Still less of many such us that poor ' Mr. F. Luwia,' 
older in date, of whose birth, death and whole terret-trial rev 
geftx, this only, and strange enough this actually, survives: 
' Sir, he lived in London, and hung loose upon society 1 ' Htui 
Pakvi nominia umbra.— 

In his fifty-third year he is beneticed, by the njyal bounty, with 
a Pennon of three-hundred pounds. Loud clamour is alwiiys 
more or less insane: but probably the insaiiest of all loud claniuuis 
in the eighteenth centuiy was this that was raised about Johnson's 
Pension. Men seem to ho led by the noses: but in reality, it is by 
the ears, — as some ancient slaves wore, who hod their ears l«ied; 
or as Borne modem quadrupeds may be, whose ears are lung. Very 
falsely was it said, 'Kames do not change Tilings.' Names duehsn^ 
Things; nay, for most part they are the only sabstant 
mankind can discern in Things. The whole sum that 'luiJtisoii, 
daring the remaining twenty-two years of his life, drew Iroui the 
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public funds of EnRlimil, would havo sitpporteil eome Siipromo 
Priest tor about Imlt as many weeks ; it amounts very ncuriy to 
llio revenue of our poorest (;hiiroh-Over»eot for one twelvemonth. 
Of Becular Admin istratiiFs of Provinces, and Horae-BubJuern, and 
Otune-destroyers, we shall not bo niuuh as speak : but who were 
the Primates of Eugland, and the Primates of All England, 
during Johnson's daytil No man has remembered. Again, is 
the Primate of all England aomclliing, or is he nothing! If 
something, then what bnt the man who, in the supreme degree, 
teachca and apirilnnlly edifies, and letidfl towanis Heaven by 
guiding wisely thnmgh the Earth, the living souls that iidjabit 
England 1 We touch here upon deep matters; which but remotely 
concern ns, and might lead us into still deeper : clear, in the 
meanwhile, it is that the true Spiritual Edifier and Soul's-Father 
of all England was, and til] very lately continued to be, the man 
named Samuel Jolinsun, — whom this scot-and-lot-paying world 
cackled reproachfully to see reniuneratod like a Supervisor of 
Excise ! 

If Destiny had beaten hard on poor Samuel, and did never 
cease to visit him too roughly, yet live last section of his Life 
might bo pronounced victorious, ami on the whole happy. He 
was not idle ; bnt now no longer goaded-on by want ; the light 
which had shone irradiating the dark haunts of Poverty, now 
illuminates the circles of Wealth, of a certain cidture and elegant 
iutelligence ; he who had once been admitted to speak with 
Edmund Cave and 'I'ohacco Browne, now admits a Reynolds and 
a Burke to speak with him. Loving friends are there ; Listeners, 
even AnsweriTs : the fruit of bis long labours lies round him 
ill fair legible Writings, of Philosophy, Eloquence, Morality, 
Philology ; some escelknl, all worthy and genuine Works ; for 
which too, a deep, earnest murmur of thanks reaches him from 
all ends of his Fatherland, Nay there are works of Goodness, 
of undying Mercy, which even he has possessed the power to do : 
' What I gave I havo ; what I spent I had I' Early friends had 
long sunk into the grave ; yet in his soul they ever lived, fresh 
and clear, with soft pious breathings towards them, not without 
a still hope of one day meeting them again in purer union. 
Such was Johnson's Life : the victorioiiB Battle of a free, true 
Man. Finally ho died the death of the free and true ; a dark 
cloud of Death, solemn and not untinged with haloes of immortal 
Hope, 'took him away,' and our eyes could no longer behold 
him ; but can still behold the trace and impress of his courageous 
honest spirit, deep-legible in the World's Business, wheresoever 
ho walked and was. 

To estimate the quantity of Work that Johnson performed, 
how much poorer the World were had it wanted him, can, as in 
all such cases, never be accurately done ; cannot, till after some 
longer space be approximately done. All work is as seed sown ; 
it grows and spreads, and sows itself anew, and so, in endless 
palingenesio, lives and works. To Johnson's Writings, good and 
aolid, and still profitable os they are, we have already rated his 
Life and Conversation as superior. By the one and by the other, 
who ehall compute what effects have been produced, and are still, 
and into deep Time, producing 1 

So much, however, we can already see : It is now some three 
quarters of a century that Johnson has been the Prophet of the 
English ; the man by whose light the English people, in public 
and in private, more than by any other man's, have guided their 
exiiiUnce. Higher light than that immediately praetieal one; 
liigher virtue than an honest Prudenoe, he could not then com- 
munioate ; nor perhajM could they have received : such light, 
■Dch virtue, however, be did communicate. How to thread this 
labyrinthio Time, the fallen and failing Ruin of Times; to 
»ilence vain ScruidM, hold firm to the last the fragments of old 
Belief, and with earnest eye still discern some glimpses of a true 
path, and go forward thereon, ' in a world where there is much 
to be done, and little to be known :' this is wlmt Samuel Johnson, 
by act and word, taught his Nation ; what his Nation received 
and learned of him, more than of any other. We can view him 
a» the proscrvw and transmitter of whatsoever was genuine in 
the spirit of Toryism ; which genuine spirit, it is now becoming 
manifest, muiil again embody ilaelf in all new forms of Society, 
be they whnl thny may, that a(o to exist, and Jiave continuance — 
elniwhero than on Paper. The laxt in many thing!-, Joliuson 



was the last genuine Tory; the last of Enghshmen who, witTi 
strong voice and wholly-believing heart, preached the Doctrine of 
Standing-still ; who, without selfishness or slavishness, reverenced 
the existing Powers, and could assert the privileges of rank, 
though himself poor, neglected and plebeian ; who bad bcart- 
devoutnesa with heart-hatred of cant, was orthodox-religious 
with his eyes open ; and in all things and everywhere apoke 
out in plain English, from a soul wherein Jesuitism could fii 
no harbour, and with the front and tone not of a diplomatist 

The last of the Tories was Johnson : not Burke, as is ol 
said ; Burke was essentially a Whig, and only, on reaching 
verge of the chasm towards which WTiiggism from the llrst was 
inevitably leading, recoiled; and, like a man vehement rather 
than earnest, a resplendent far-sighted Rhetorician rather than a 
deep sure Thinker, recoiled with no measure, convulsively, 
damping what he drove back with him. 

In a world which exists by the balance of Antagonisms, 
respective merit of the Conservator and the Innovator mnst « 
remain debatable. Great, in the mean while, and undoubted £< 
both sides, is the merit of him who, in a day of Change, 
wisely, honestly. Johnson's aim was in itself an impossible oa* 
this of stemming the eternal Flood of Time; of clutching all 
things, and anchoring them down, and saying. Move not 1 — how 
could it or should it, ever have success I The strongest man can 
but retard the current partially and for a short hour. Yet even 
in such shortest retardation may not an inestimable value liet 
U England has escaped the blood-bath of a French Revolution ; 
and may yet, in virtue of this delay and of the experience it 
has given, work out her deliverance calmly into a new Era, let 
Samuel Johnson, beyond all contemporary or succeeding meu, 
have the praise for it. We said above Uiat he was appointed 
to be Ruler of the British Nation for a season ; whoso will look 
beyond the surface, into the heart of the world's movements, may 
find that all Pitt Administrations, and Continental Subsidies, and 
Waterloo victories, rested on the possibility of making England, 
yet a little while, Toryisii, Loyal to the Old ; and this again on 
the anterior reality, that the Wise had found such Loyalty still 
practicable, and reeommendable. England had its Hume, as 
France had its Voltaires and Didorots ; but the Johnson viaa 
peculiar to us. 

If we ask now, by what endowment it mainly was tl 
Johnson realised such a Life for himself and others ; w' 
quality of character the main phenomena of his Life may 
most naturally deduced from, and his otlier qualities nw 
naturally subordinated to, in our conception of him, perhaps the 
answer were : The quality of Courage, of Valour ; that Johnson 
was a, Brave Man. The Courage that can go forth, once and 
away, to Chalk-Farm, and have itself shot, and snulTeil out, withj 
decency, is nowise wholly what we mean here. Such courage 
indeed esteem an exceeding small matter; capable of coexist 
with a life full of falsehood, feebleness, poltroonery and desj 
abihty. Nay oftener it is Cowardice rather that produces the 
result: for consider, Is the Chalk-Farm Pistoleer inspired with 
any reasonable Belief and Determination; or is he lioui>ded-on 
by haggard indefinable Fear, — how he will he cut at public 
places, and 'plucked geese of the neighbourhood' will wag their 
tongues at him a plucked goose I If he go then, and he shot 
without shrieking or audible uproar, it is well for him : never- 
theless there is nothing amazing in it. Courage to manage all 
this has not pcrhajis been denied to any man, or to any woman. 
Thus, do not recruiting sergeants drum through the streets of 
manufacturing towns, and collect ragged loscls enough ; sveiy 
one of whom, if once dressed in red, and trained a little, will 
receive fire cheerfully for the small sum of one shilling jter diem, 
and have the soul bloivn out of him at last, ivitli perfect pro- 
priety! The Courage that dares only die is on the whole no 
subUmo affair; necessary indeed, yet universal; pitiful whun it 
begins to parade itself. On this Globe of ours there are some 
thirty-six persons that manifest it, seldom witli the snmllest 
failure, during every second of lime. Nay look at Newgale : do 
net the offscourings of Creation, when <:ondcumcd to the gnllowa 
as if they were not men but vermin, walk thither with decency, 
and oven to the scowls and hootings of the whole Univcrao, give 
their stem good-night in silence 1 What is to be undetgoao 
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once, 1T6 may undergo ; wlmt mnBt bo, comes almost of its 
accord. Considered na Duellist, what a poor fignro does tlio 
fiercest Irish Whiskenmdo make in coinpariGon with any English 
Game-cock, such as you may buy for fifteenpeuce ! 

The Courage we desire and prize i^ not the Course to die 
decently, but to live manfully. This, when by God's grace it 
has been given, lies deep in the soul ; like genial heat, foatura 
all other virtuBB and gifts ; without it they could not live. In 
spite of our innumerable Waterloos and Peterloos, and such 
campaigning as there has been, this Courage we allude to, and 
call the only true one, is perhaps rarer in tbese lost ages than 
it has been in any other since the Saxon Invasion under Hengist. 
Altogether extinct it can never be among men ; othcnviso the 
Kpecies Man were no longer for this world : here and there, in 
nil times, under various guises, men are sent hither not only to 
demonstrate but exhibit it, and testify, as from heart to heart, 
t!mt it is still possible, still practicable. 

Johnson, in the eighteenth century, and as Man of Letters, 
was one of such ; and, in good truth, ' the bravest of the brave.' 
Whiit mortal could have more to war with 1 Yet, as we saw, he 
yielded not, faltered not ; he fought, and even, such was his 
blessedness, prevailed. Whoso will understand what it is to have 
a man's heart may find that, since tlie time of John Milton, no 
braver heart hod beat in any English bosom than Samuel Johnson 
now bore. Observe too that he never called himself hrave, never 
felt himself to be so ; the more completely teas so. No Giant 
Despair, no Golgotha Death -dance or Sorcerer's'Sabbath of 
'Literary Life in London,' appals this pilgrim ; he works reso- 
lutely for deliverance ; in still defianc« steps stoutly along. The 
tiling that is given him to do, he can make himself do; what is 
to be endured, he can endure in silence. 

How the great soul of old Samuel, consuming daily his own 
hitter unalleviuble allotment of misery and toil, shows beside the 
poor flimsy lilUe soul of young Boswell ; one day flaunting in the 
ring of vanity, tarrying by the wine-cup and crying Aha, the 
wine is red ; the next day deploring his down pressed, night-shaded, 
•juito poor estate, and thinking it unkind that the whole move- 
ment of the Universe should go on, while his digestive-apparatus 
had stopped! We reckon Johnson's 'talent of silence' to be 
Among his great and too rare gifts. Where there is nothing 
farther to be done, there shall nothing farther he said : like his 
-own poor blind Welshwoman, he accomplished somewhat, and 
also ' endured fifty years of wretchedness witli unshaken fortitude.' 
Hoiv grim was Life to him; a sick Prison-house and Doubting- 
castle ! ' His great business,' he would profess, ' was to escape 
from himself.' Yet towards all this he has taken his position and 
resoIulioHj can dismiss it all 'with frigid indifference, having 
little to hope or to fear.' Friends are stupid, and pusiUanimous, 
and parsimonious ; ' wearied of his stay, yet offended at his 
departure ;' it is the manner of the world. ' By popular delusion,' 
I'Qinarks he with a gigantic calmness, 'illitorato writers will rise 
into renown :' it is portion of the History of English Literature ; 
n perennial thing, this same popular delusion; and will — alter 
the character of the Language. 

Closely connected with this quality of Valour, partly as spring- 
ing from it, partly as protected by it, are the more recognisable 
qualities of Truthfidnesa in word and thought, and Honesty in 
action. There is a reciprocity of influence hero : for as the 
realising of Truthfulness and Honesty is the life-light and great 
aim of Valour, so without Valour they cannot, in anywise, be 
realised. Now, in spite of all practical shortcomings, no one 
that sees into the significance of Johnson will eay that his prime 
object was not Truth. In conversation, doubtless, you may 
olaerve him, on occasion, fighting as if for victory ; — and must 
pardon these ebulliences of a careless hour, which were not with- 
out temptation and provocation. Remark likewise two things : 
that such prize-arguings were ever on merely superficial debatable 
questions ; and then that they were argued generally by the fair 
laws of battle and logic-fence, by one cunning in that same. If 
their purpose was excusable, their effect was harmless, perhaps 
beneficial ; that of taming noisy mediocrity, and showing it 
another aide of a debatable matter; to see iolh sides of which 
was, fcr the first time to see the Truth of it In his Writings 
themBelvea are errors enough, crabbed prepossessions enough ; yet 
these also of a q^uit« extraneous and aeeideutal nature, nowhi^te a 



wilful shutting of the eyes to tlie Truth. Nay, is there not 
everywhere a heartfelt discernment, singular, almost admirable, if 
we consider through what confused cnntlitting lights and hallucina 
tions it had to be attained, of the highest everlasting Truth, and 
beginning of all Truths ; this namely, that man is ever, and even 
in the age of Wilkes and Wbiteficid, a Revelation of God to 
man ; and lives, moves, and has his being in Truth only ; is either 
tme, or, in strict speech, is not at all 1 

Quite spotless, on the other hand, is Johnson's love of 
Trutli, if we look at it as expressed in Practice, as what 
we have named Honesty of action. ' Clear your mind of Cant;' 
clear it, throw Cant utterly away : such was his emphatic, 
repeated precept ; and did not he himself faithfully conform 
to it J The Life of this man has been, as it were, turned inside 
out, and examined with microscopes by friend and foe ; yet was 
there no Lie found in him. His Doings and Writings are 
not shows but perforinanivs : you may weigh them in the balance, 
and they will stand weight. Not a line, not a sentence is dis- 
honestly done, is other than it pretends tu he. Alas ! and he 
wrote not out of inward inspiration, but to earn his wages: and 
with that grand perennial tide of ' popular delusion ' flowing by ; 
in whose waters he nevertheless refused to fish, to whose rich 
oyster-beds the dive was too muddy for him. Observe, again, 
with what innate hatred of Cant, he takes for himself, and offers 
to others, the lowest possible view of his business, which he 
followed with such nobleness. Motive for writing he had none, 
as he often said, hut money; and yet he wrote so. Into the 
region of Poetic Art he indeed never rose ; there was no ideal 
without him avowing itself in his work : the nobler was that 
nnavowed ideal which lay within him, and commanded saying. 
Work out thy Artisanship in the spirit of an Artist 1 They who 
talk loudest about the dignity of Art, and fancy that they too are 
Artistic guild-brethren, and of the Celestials, — let them consider 
well what manner of man this was, who felt himself to he only & 
hired day-labourer. A labourer that was wortLy of his hire ; that 
has laboured not as an eye-servant, but as one found faithful ! 
Neither was Johnson in those days perhaps wholly a nniqaa 
Time was when, for money, you might have ware : and needed 
not, in all departments, in that of the Epic Poem, in that of the 
filacking-bottlo, to rest content with the mere pernuunion that you 
had ware. It was a happier time. Put as yet the seventh Apoca- 
lyptic Bladder (of Puffhry) had not been rent open, — to whirl and 
grind, as in a West-Indian Tornado, all earthly trades and things 
into wreck, and dust, and consummation, — and regeneration. Be 
it quickly, since it must be ! — 

That Mercy can dwell only with Valour, is an old sentiment 
proposition ; which in Johnson again receives confirmation. 
Few men on record have had a more merciful, tenderly affec- 
tionate nature than old Samuel He was called the Bear ; and 
did indeed too often look, and roar, like one ; being forced to it 
is own defence: yet within that shaggy exterior of his there 
beat a heart warm as a mother's, soft as a little child's. Nay 
generally, his very roaring was but the anger of affection : the 
rage of a Bear, if you will ; but of a Bear bereaved of herwhelps. 
Touch hb Religion, glance at the Church of England, or the Divine 
Right ; and he was upon you ! These things were his Symbols of all 
that was good and precious for men ; his very Ark of the Covenant : 
whoso laid liand on them tore asunder his heart of hearts. Not 
out of hatred to the opponent, but of love to the thing opposed, 
did Johnson grow cruel, fiercely contradictory : this is an important 
distinction ; never to be forgotten in our censure of his conver- 
sational outrages. But observe also with what humanity, what 
openness of love, he can attach himself to all things : to a blind 
■ ' woman, to a Doctor Levett, to a cat ' Hodge.' ' His thoughts 
the latter port of his life were frequently employed on his 
deceased friends; he often muttered these or suchlike sentences: 
Poor man ! and then he died."' How he patiently converts 
his poor home into a Lazaretto : endures, for long years, the con- 
tradiction of the miserable and unreasonable ; with him uncon- 
nected, save that they had no other to yield them refuge I Generous 
old man ! Worldly possession he has little ; yet of this he gives 
freely ; from his own hard-earned shilling, the halfpence for the 
poor, that ' wailed his coming out,' are not withheld : the poor 
' waited the coming out ' of one not quite so poor ! A Stenie can 
write sentimontulities on Dead Asaee: Johnson has a rough voice •.. 



t fiads the wt«li:ln;d Daughter of Vice faUen down in the 
uhes her homo on hin own ehouldora, and like a good 
I gives help to the help-needing, worthy or unworthy. 
O^^ not Charity, even in that senae, to cover a multitude of 
' " Jio Pcnny-a-week Committee-Lady, no manager of Soup- 
._ens, dancer at Charity-Balls, was thjs ragged, steni-visaged 
b: hot where, in all England, could there have been found 
vwtber eonl so full of Pity, a hand bo heavenlike bountcouB as 
Ual TTiit mdow's mile, we know, was greater tbun all the other 

I^dnp* it IB this divine feeling of Affection, throughout 
■Knifeeted, Uut principally attracts MB towards Johnaon. A true 
IwoUmi of men is ho ; and filial lover of the Earth ; who, with 
Cttla Iffight spots of Attachment, ' where lives and works i 
loTed one,' hu beautified ' this rough solitary Earth into a peopled 
guden.' Lichfield, with its mostly dull and limited inhabitants, 
H to tbe last one of the sunny islets for him; Salve ma ffoa parens/ 
Or Rad those LetteTS on his Mother's death : what a genuine solemn 
grief and pity lies recorded there ; a looking back into the Past, 
npiy lmMy moumfol, unspeakably tender. And yet calm, sub- 
lime; for he must now act, not loot: his venerated Mother has 
been taken from him ; but he must now write a Rajieela» to Jnfray 
hei fonend ! Again in this little incident, rncorilud in his Book 
of Devotion, are not the tones of sacred Sorrow and Greatness 
deeper than in many a hlank-verBS Tragedy ; — as, indeed, ' the 
fifth act of a Tragedy,' though imrhymed, does 'lie in every 
doUh-bed, were it a peasant's, and of straw:' 



'Sunday, Ootolier 18, 1JC7. Testonlay, ot abont tea in the mominfc, 
look Dj leBve forercr of mj dew olil frieni), CaCberiuQ ChamberB, -wlio 
laa to lire with my uiorher about 1724. nnd has been bat little parTsd 
on u aiPM. Bbe buried my fatber, m; brother, oaii my mother. She 
avw nrtj-eif-bC ypoTB old. 
'I defflredall tonilhdmw; then toTdher that wc were to part forever; 
at ai ChriKiani, we phould pari with prayer ; and that I wrold. if gbe 
M williB((, My a abort prayer beside hor. She eiprosacd ^oat desire to 
sr Biei Bod be'd up her poor bands aaabc lay in bod, with great fervour, 
hile I prayed koeeliog by ber. • • • 
' J then kiued ber. &be Lnld mo that topart wa£ the KTeutest pain bIio 
:r tf\t, and that «he hoped we shoald cieeC ai^in in a better place. 
laed. with airel'od oyei and Rreat emotion of tondemeas, i.be Banie 
Wa kutied and parted ; I humbly hope, to meet agaiti, and to part 

Tears trickling down the granite rock : a soft well of Pity 
springs within .' — Still more tragical is this other scene : ' Johnson 
mentioned that ho could not in general accuse himself of having 
been an undutiful son. "Once, indeed," said he, "I was dis- 
obedient: r refnsed to attend my father to Uttoaeter market. 
Pride was the source of that refusal, and t})fl remombranoe of it 
vraa painfuL A few years ago I desired to atone for this fault."' 
— But by what method t— What method was now possible % Hear 
it ; the words are again given as his own, though here evidently 
by a less capahlo reporter : 

'Madam, I beg ynnr pardon for (be abniplDQW of my departure in the 
marniofr, bat I woi cnoipelled to it by ooatcience. Fifty years ago, 
Uadom, on tfaia day, I committed a breach of Qlial piety. My father hod 
been ia the habit of attending Uttnioter marVol, and opnoiDg a. stall 
there for the aala of bis Books. Confined by indispoaition, he deiired me, 
that day, to go and atleod the itall in his place. My pride proDented me; 
1 gaVB my father a retuflol.^And now today I hare been at Dttoioler; 
I went into the market at the lin^o of basiness, uncovered my bead, and 
■Uhh) with it bore, for an honr, on the spot where my father's sUdl need 
to ataod. In cuotriliuu I stood, and 1 hope the penuuco was expiatory.' 

"Who does not figure to himat'lt this spectacle, amid the ' rainy 
Weatlicr, and the sneere,' or wonder, ' of the bystanders ' 1 The 
memory of old Michael John-wii, rising from the far distance ; 
aad-beckoning in tho ' moonlight of memory : ' how lie hail tfjih-d 
futhfully hither and thither ; patiently among tile lowest of the 
low ; been hufleted and bi'aten down, yet ever risen again, ever 
tried it anew — And oh, when the wearied old man, as Bookseller, 
ar }Iawkcr, or Tinker, or whatsoever it was that Fate had reduced 
hltn to, brgged help of (A"^? for one day, — how savage, diabolic, 
was that mean Vanity, which answered. No! Ho sleeps now; 
nftcr life'a fitful fever, ho sleeps wcti : but thou, O Merciless, how 
now wilt then still thn st'ng of that rcmcmbraneoT — The jnctufo 
of Samuel Johnson stnnding bareheaded in the market theri'. is 
one of tho graudci^t and saddest wo con paint. Kupentaiicu ! 
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Kepentance 1 lie proclaims, as with passionate sobs : but only 
the ear of Heaven, if Heaven will give him audience : the ear ' 
ear and heart, that should liave heard it, are now dosed, uuredi 
sive forever. 

That this so keen-loving, sott-tremhling AfTccLionatenesa, 
inmost essence of his being, must have looked forth, in one foi 
or another, tlirough Johnson's whole character, practicd and 
telleetual, modifying both, ia not to he doubted. Yet throL 
what singular distortions and superstitions, moping melancholil 
blind habits, whims about 'entering with the right foot,' 
' touching every post as he walked along j ' and all the oilier . 
chaotic lumber of a brain that, with sun-clear intellect, hovi 
forever on the veige of insanity, — must that same inmost eaat__ 
have looked forth ; unrecognisable to all but tho most observant^ 
Accordingly it was not recognised; Johnson passed not for 
lino nature, but for a dull, almost brutal one. Might not, f., 
example, the first-fruit of such a Lovingness, coupled with hia quic] 
Insight, have been expected to be a peculiarly courteous demeanoa, 
as man among men? In Johnson's ' Politenosa,' which he often, to' 
the wonder of some, asserted to be great, there was indeed somewliat 
that needed explanation. Nevertheless, if he insisted always on 
handing lady-visitors to their carriage ; though with the certainty 
of collecting a mob of gazers in fleet Street,— aa might well be 
the beau having on, by way of court dress, 'his rusty browj 
morning suit, a pair of old shoes for slippers, a littlo shrivellet.. 
wig sticking on the top of his head, and the sleeves of his shirt 
and the knees of his breeches hanging loose:'^ — in all this we can see 
the spirit of true Politeness, only shining through a strange medium. 
Thus again, in his apartments, at one time, there were unfortunately 
no chaira. 'A gentleman who frequently visited him whilst 
writing his Idlers, constantly found bim at his desk, sitting 
one with three legs ; and on rising from it, he remarked that 
Johnaon never forgot ita defect ; but would either hold it in hia 
hand, or place it with great composure i^inst some support ; 
taking no notice of its imperfection to his visitor,' — who mean- 
while, we aupptrae, sat upon folios,. or in the sartorial fashion. 'It, 
fas remarkable in Johnson,' continues Miss Reynolds {Reimy dear), 
that no external circumstances ever prompted him to make any 
apology, or to seem even sensible of their existence. Whether 
this was the efTeet of philosophic jiride, or of somo partial notion 
of his respecting high-breeding, ia doubtful' That it teas, for 
thing, the effect of genuine Politeness, ia nowise doubtfol. 
Not of the Phariflaical Bruromellean Politeness, which would suScr 
crucifixion rather than aak twice for soup : but tho noble univeisal 
Pohteness of a man that knows the dignity of men, and feels h " 
own ; such as may be seen in the patriarchal bearing of an Indii 
Sachera ; such as Johnson himself exhibited, when a sudden chi 
brought him into dialogue with hia King. To us, v 
of the man, it nowise appears ' strange ' that ho should have boast 
himself cunning in the hiws of Politeness; not 'stranger si 
habitually attentive to practise them. 

More legibly is this inlluence of the Loving heart to be txaoedl 
in hia intellectual character. What, indeed, is tho beginning ot 
intellect, the first inducement to the exercise thereof, but attraction 
towards somewhat, affection for iti Thus too, who ever saw, 
will see, any true talent, not to speak of geniua, the foondalion c^ 
which b not goodness, love 1 From Johnson's strength of AffiscUi 
Wo deduced many of his intellectual pecidiarities ; especially " 
threatening array of perversions, knoivn under tho nam^ 
■Johnson's Prejudices.' Looking well into the root from which 
heso sprang, we have long ceased to view them with hostility, can 
pardon and reverently pity them. Consider with what force eariy 
imbibed opinions must have clung to a soul of this Affection. 
I'hoso ovil.famed Prejudices of his, that Jocohitism, Churcli- 
Englandism, hatred of tlieScotcli, belief in WitdicB,and suchiiki 
what were they but the ordinary beliefs of well-doing, -w* ' 
meaning provincial Englishmen in that dayl Firat gathered 
hia Fathc-r's hearth; round tho kind 'country tires' of n«t 
Staffordshire ; they grow with his growth and strpnglhcmed wil_ 
his strength : they wore hallowed by fondest sacred reeollectJona] 
to part with them was parting with his heart's blood. If iho n 
*iio has no stiengtii of Affection, strength of Belief, have 
itrengih of Prejudice, let him thank Heaven for it, but to lui 
take small thauka. 

Melancholy it was, indeed, that the noble Johnson could 
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yrqtk himself loose from these adhesions ; that he could only purify 
them, and wear them with some nobleness. Yet let us understand 
how they grew out from the very centre of his being : nay more- 
•over, how they came to cohere in him with what formed the 
business and worth of his Life, the sum of his whole Spiritual 
Endeavour. For it is on the same ground that he became through- 
out an Edifier and Repairer, not, as the others of his make were, 
a Puller-do^vn ; that in an age of universal Scepticism, England 
was still to produce its Believer. Mark too his candour even here ; 
while a Dr. Adams, with placid surprise, asks : ' Have we not 
•evidence enough of the soul's immortality ? ' Johnson answers : ' I 
wish for more.' 

But the truth is, in Prejudice, as in all things, Johnson was 
the product of England ; one of those good yeomen who^ limbs 
were made in England : alas, the last of sitch Invincibles, their day 
being n<^w done 1 His culture is wholly English ; that not of a 
Thinker but of a ' Scholar : ' his interests are wholly English ; he 
sees and knows nothing but England; he is the John Bull of 
Spiritual Europe : let him live, love him, as he was and could not 
but be ! Pitiable it is, no doubt, that a Samuel Johnson must 
confute Hume's irreligious Philosophy of some 'story from a 
Clergyman of the Bishoprick of Durham ; ' should see nothing in 
the great Frederick but ' Voltaire's lackey ; ' in Voltaire himself 
but a man acerrimi tngenn,paucarum literarum ; in Rousseau but 
one worthy to be hanged; and in the universal, long-prepared, 
inevitable Tendency of European Thought but a green-sick milk- 
maid's crotchet of, for variety's sake, 'milking the Bull.' Our 
good, dear John I Observe too what it is that he sees in the city 
of Paris : no feeblest glimpse of those D'Alemberts and Diderots, 
or of the strange questionable work they did ; solely some Bene- 
dictine Priests, to talk kitchen-latin with them about Editiones 
Frincipes, ' Monsheer Nongiongpaw / ' — Our dear, foolish John : 
yet is there a lion's heart within him ! — Pitiable all these things 
were, we say ; yet nowise inexcusable ; nay, as basis or as foil to 
much else that was in Johnson, almost venerable. Ought we not, 
indeed, to honour England, and English Institutions and "Way of 
Life, that they could still equip such a man ; could furnish him in 
heart and head to be a Samuel Johnson, and yet to love them, and 
unyieldingly fight for themi "What truth andliving vigour must 
such Listitutions once have had, when, in the middle of the 
Eighteenth Century, there was still enough left in them for 
this ! 

It is worthy of note that, in our little British Isle, the two 
grand Antagonisms of Europe should have stood embodied, under 
their very highest concentration, in two men produced simul- 
taneously among ourselves. Samuel Johnson and David Hume, 
as was observed, were children nearly of the same year : through 
life they were spectators of the same Life-movement ; often in- 
habitants of the same city. Greater contrast, in all things, between 
two great men, could not be. Hume, well-bom, competently 
provided for, whole in body and mind, of his own determination 
forces a way into Literature : Johnson, poor, moonstruck, diseased, 
forlorn, is forced into it ' with the bayonet of necessity at his back.' 



And what a part did they severally play there ! As Johnson 
became the father of all succeeding Tories; so was Hume the 
father of all succeeding Whigs, for his own Jacobitism was but 
an accident, as worthy to be named Prejudice as any of Johnson's. 
Again, if Johnson's culture was exclusively English, Hume's, in 
Scotland, became European ; — for which reason too we find his 
influence spread deeply over all quarters of Europe, traceable 
deeply in all speculation, French, German, as well as domestic ; 
while Johnson's name, out of England, is hardly anywhere to be 
met with. In spiritual stature they are almost equal ; both great» 
among the greatest : yet how unlike in likeness ! Hume has the 
widest, methodising, comprehensive eye ; Johnson the keenest for 
perspicacity and minute detail: so had, perhaps chiefly, their 
education ordered it. Neither of the two rose into Poetry ; yet 
both to some approximation thereof : Hume to something of an 
Epic clearness and method, as in his delineation of the Common- ' 
wealth Wars ; Johnson to many a deep Lyric tone of plain tive- 
ness and impetuous graceful power, scattered over his fugitive 
compositions. Both, rather to the general surprise, had a certain 
rugged Humour shining through their earnestness * the indication, 
indeed, that they were earnest men, and had subdued their wild 
world into a kind of temporary home and safe dwelling. Both 
were, by principle and habit, Stoics . yet Johnson with the greater 
merit, for he alone had very much to triumph over ; farther, he 
alone ennobled his Stoicism into Devotion. To Johnson Life was 
as a Prison, to be endured with heroic faith : to Hume it was 
little more than a foolish Bartholomew- Fair Show-booth, with the 
foolish crowdings and elbowing of which it was not worth while 
to quarrel ; the whole would break up, and be at liberty, so soon. 
Both realised the highest task of Manhood, that of Hving like 
men; each died not unfitly, in his way; Hume as one, with 
factitious, half-false gaiety, taking leave of what was itself wholly 
but a Lie: Johnson as one, with awe-struck, y«t resolute and 
piously expectant heart, taking leave of a Reality, to enter a 
Reality still higher. Johnson had the harder problem of it, from 
first to last : whether, with some hesitation, we can admit that he 
was intrinsically the better-gifted, may remain undecided. 

These two men now rest ; the one in Westminster Abbey here ; 
the other in the Calton-Hill Churchyard of Edinburgh. Through 
Life they did not meet : as contrasts, ' like in unlike,' love each 
other ; so might they two have loved, and communed kindly, — 
had not the terrestrial dross and darkness that was in them with- 
stood ! One day, their spirits, what Truth was in each, will be 
found working, living in harmony and free union, even here below. 
They were the two half-men of their time : whoso should combine 
the intrepid Candour and decisive scientific Clearness of Hume, 
with the Reverence, the Love, and devout Humility of Johnson, 
were the whole man of a new time. Till such whole man arrive 
for us, and the distracted time admit of such, might the Heavens 
but bless poor England with half-men worthy to tie the shoe- 
latchets of these, resembling these even from afar ! Be both 
attentively regarded, let the true Eflbrt of both prosper; — ^and for 
the present, both take our aficctionate farewell 1 
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American Cooper assorts, in one of his books, that there 13 ' an 
instinctive tendency ia men to look at any man who has become 
distinguished.' True, surely : as all observation and survey of 
mankind, from China to Peru, from Nebuchadnezzar to Old 
Hickory, will testify I Why do men crowd towards the improved- 
drop at Newgate, eager to catch a sight ) The man about to bo 
hanged is ia a dialinguislied aituatioa. Men crowd to such ex- 
tent, that Greenaore's is not the only life clioked-out there. Again, 
ask of these leathern vehicles, cabriolets, neat flies, with blue men 
and women in them, that scour alt thoroughfares. Whither so fast 1 
To see dear Mrs. Kigmorole, the distinguished female ; great Mr. 
Bigmarole, the distinguished male I Or, consider that crowning 
phenomenon, and summary of modern civilisation, a suiree of lions. 
Glittering are the rooms, well-lighted, thronged; bright flows their 
nndulatory flood of blonde-gowns and dress-coats, a soft smile 
dwelling on all faces ; for behold there also How tbe lions, hover- 
ing distingitislied : oracles of the age, of oue sort or another. 
Oracles reidly pleasant to sea ; whom it is worth while to go and 
see : look at them, but inquire not of them, depart rather and be 
thankful For your lion-soir^ admits not of speech ; there lies 
the specialty of it, A meeting together of human creatures ; and 
yet (so high has civilisation gone) the primary aim of human 
meeting, that soul might in some articulate utterance unfold itself 
to soul, can be dispensed with in it. Utterance there ia not ; nay 
tliere ia a certain grinning play of tongue- fence, and make-believe 
of utterance, considerably worse than none. For which reason it 
has been suggested, with an eye to sincerity and silence in such 
lioB-soirSei, Might not each lion he, for example, ticketed, as wine- 
decanters are t Let him carry, slung round him, in such orna- 
mental manner as seemed good, his silver label with name 
engraved ; you lift his label, and read it, with what farther ocular 
survey you find useful, and speech ia not needed at all. Feni- 
moro Cooper, it is most true there is ' an instinctive tendency in 
men to look at any man that baa become distinguished;' and, 
moreover, an instinctive desire in men to become distinguished 
and be looked at I 

For the rest, we will call it a most valuable tendency thb ; 
indispensable to mankind. Without it, where were star-and-garter, 
and significance of rank ; where were all ambition, money-getting, 
respectability of gig or no gig ; and, in a word, the main impetus 
ty which society moves, the main force by which it hangs together } 
A tendency, wo say, of manifold results ; of manifold origin, not 
ridiculous only, but sublime ; — which some incliuo to deduce 
from the mere gregarious purblind nature of man, prompting him 
to run, 'as dim-eyed animals do, towards any glittering object, 
were it but a scoured tankard, and mistake it for a solar lumi- 
nary,' or even ' sheep-like, to run and crowd because many hiifff 
already run 'I It is indeed curious to consider how men do make 
the gods that themselves worship. l-~or the most famed man, 
round whom all the world rapturously huzzahs and venerates, as 
if his like were not, is the same man whom all the world was 
wont to jostle into the kennels ; not a changed man, but in every 
fibre of him the same man. Foolish world, what went ye out to 
see 1 A tankard scoured bright : and do there not lie, of the self- 
same [>cwter, whole barrowfuls of tankards, though by worse 
fortune all still in the dim state ) 

And yet, at bottom, it is not merely our gregarious shccp-Iike 
quality, but something better, and indeed best ; what has been 
eailod ' tho perpetual fact of horo-worahip ; ' our inborn sincere 
love of great men ! Not the gilt farthing, for its own sake, do 
oven fools covol j but the gold guinea which they mistake it for. 
Veneration nf great m«n is jwrounial in the nature of man ; this, 
in oJl times, r^pccially in tliuse, is one of the blessedest facts 



predicable of him. In all times, even in these seemingly so dis- 
obedient times, 'it remains a blessed fact, so cunningly ' 
Nature ordered it, that whatmeitr man oaghl to obey, he ca 
but obey. Show the dullest clodpole, show the haughtiest feal 
head, that a soul higher than himself is actually here ; were 
knees stiffened into brass, ho must down and worship.' 
has been written ; and may be cited and repeated till known to 
all. Understand it well, this of ■ hero-worship ' was the priniaiy 
creed, and hos intrinsically been the secondary and ternary, and 
will be the ultimate and final creed of mankind ; indestructible, 
changing in shape, but in essence unchangeable; whereon polities, 
religions, loyalties, and all highest human interests have been and 
can be built, as on a rock that will endure while man endutos. 
Such is hero-worship ; so much lies in that our inborn sino« 
love of great men I — In favour of which unspeakable benefits 
the reality, what can we do but cheerfully pardon the multii ' 
inejjtitudes of the semblance ; cheerfully wish even \ion-soirSf, 
with labels for their lions or without that improvement, all maimer 
of prosperity t Lot hero-worship flourish, say we ; and the more 
and more assiduous chase after gilt farthings while guineas bm not 
yet forthcoming. Herein, at lowest, is proof that guineas exist, 
that they are believed to exist, and valued. Find great men if 
you can ; if you cannot, still quit not the search ) in defect of 
great men, let there be noted men, in such number, io such degree 
of intensity as the public appetite can tolerate. 

Whether Sir Walter Scott was a great man, is still a questioi 
with some ; but there can be no question with any one that h 
was a most noted and even notable man. In this generation ther 
was no literary man with such a popularity in any country ; thar 
have only been a few with such, taking in all generations and aL 
countries. Nay, it is farther to be admitted that Sir Widtei Scott^s * 
popularity was of a select sort rather; not a popularity of the 
populace. His admirers were at onetime almost all the intelligent 
of civilised countries; and to the last included, and do still in- 
clude, a great portion of that sort. Such fortune ho had, and Ii 
continued to maintain for a space of some twenty or thirty yea 
So long the observed of all observers ; a great man, or only « 
siderable man ; here surely, if ever, is a singularly c" _ 

is a ' distinguished ' man ! In regard to whom, therefore, tlift 
' instinctive tendency ' on other men's jKtrt cannot be wanting. 
Lot men look, where tho world has already so long looked. And 
now, while the new, earnestly expected Life ' by his son-in-law 
and literary executor ' again summons the whole worid's attention 
round him, probably for the last time it will ever be so summoned ; 
and men are in some sort taking leave of a notabihty, and about 
to go their way, and commit him to his fortune on the flood of 
things,— why should not this Periodical Pubhcation likewise 
publish its thought about him J Readers of miscelloneoiis 
aspect, of unknown quantity and quality, are wailing to hear it 
done. With small inward vocation, but cheerfully obedient i 
destiny and necessity, tho present reviewer will follow a multiludl 
to do evil or to do no evil, will depend not on the multitude t 
on himself. One thing he did decidedly >viah ; at least to wait tj 
the Work were finished : for the Six promised Volumea, t _ 
world knows, have flowed over into a Seventh, which will not 4 
some weeks yet see the light. But the editorial powers, \ 
with waiting, have become peremptory ; and declare that, fiaial 
or not finished, they will have their hands washed of it at t 
opening of the year. Perhaps it is best. The pbysiognomr^ 
Scott will not be much altered for ua by that Seventh Voluj- 
the prior Six have altered it but little ;— os, indeed, a man n 
has written some two-hunibed volumes of his own, and lived t 
thirty yeara amid the universal speech of friends, must have a _ _. 
left some likeness of himsell fie it as the peremptory edito 
powers require. 
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First, therefore, a word on the Life itself. Mr. Lockhart's kn 
powers justify atrict requisition in his case. Our verdict in genernl 
would be, that he has scconiplLshed the work he schemed for himself 
in a creditable workmanlike manner. It is true, his notion of what 
the work was, does not seem to have been very elevated. To picture 
forth the life of Scott according to any rules of art or composition, 
so that a reader, on adequately examining it, might say to himself, 
' There ia Scott, there is the physiognomy and meaning of Scott's 
appearance and transit on this earth ; such was he by nature, so iliil 
the world act on him, so bo on the world, with such result ami 
siKnificance for himself and us ; ' this was by no manner of means 
Mr, Lockhart's plan. A plan which, it is rashly said, shoulil 
preside over every biography ! It might have been fultillGiI with 
all degrees of perfection, from that of the Odijmey down to 
T/wJnas Ellwood or lower. For there is no heroic poem in the 
world bttt is at bottom a biography, the life of a man : also, it 
may be said, there is no life of a man, faithfully recorded, but is 
a heroic poem of its sort, rhymed or unrhymed. It is a plan one 
would prefer, did it otherwise suit ; which it does not, in these 
days. Seven volumes sell so much dearer than one ; are ao much 
easier to write than one. The Odysaeij, for instance, what were 
the value of the OdyniKy sold per sheet 1 One paper of Pickwkk; 
or say, the inconsideriible fraction of one. This, in comnieroial 
algebra, were the equation : Odijisey equal to Pickwick divided 
by an unknown integer. 

There is a groat discovery still to be made in Literature, that 
of paying literary men by the quantity they do not write. Nay, 
in sober truth, is not this actually the rule in all writing; and, 
moreover, in all conduct and actingi Not what stands above- 
ground, but what lies unseen under it, as the root and subteiTene 
element it sprang from and emblemed forth, determines the value. 
Under all speech that is good for anything there liea a silence 
that is better. Silenc« is deep as Eternity : speech is shallow as 
Time. Paradoxical does it seeml Woo for the age, woo for the 
man, quack-ridden, bespeeched, bespouteJ, blown about like 
barren Sahara, to whom this world-old truth were altogether 
strange ! — Such we say is the rule, acted on or not, rccogniaed or 
not ; and he who departs from it, what can he do but spread 
himself into breadth and length, into superficiality and saleabitity; 
and, except as iiligree, become comparatively useless 1 One 
thinks. Had bat the hogshead of thin wash, which sours in a 
week ready for the kennels, been distilled, been concentrated ! 
Our dear Fenimore Cooper, whom we started with, might, in that 
way, have given us one NaKy Lealherstocking, one melodious 
synopsis of Man and Nature in the West (for it lay in him to do 
it), almost as a Saint-Pierre did for the Islands of the East ; and 
the hundred Incoherences, cobbled hastily together by order of 
Colbum and Company, had slumbered in Chaos, as all incoherences 
ought if possible to do. Verily this same genius of diffuse- writing, 
of diffuse -acting, is a ^loloch ; and souls pass through the fire to 
him, mora than enougli. Surely, if ever discovery was valuable 
and needful, it were that above indicated, of paying by the work 
not visibly done ! — Which needful discovery we will give the 
whole projecting, railwaying, knowledgo-diffuaing, march-of- 
intellect and otherwise promotive and locomotive societies in the 
Old and New World, any required length of centuries to make. 
Once made, such discovery once made, we too will fling cap into 
the air, and shout 'lo Pcean I tho Devil ia conquered ; ' — and, in 
the »i«iti while, study to think it nothing miraculous tliut seven 
biographical volumes are given where one had been better; and 
that several other things happen, very much as they from of old 
were known to do, and aro like to continue doing. 

Mr. Lockhart's aim, we take it, was not that of producing 
any such highflown work of art as we bint at ; or indeed to do 
much other than to print, intelligibly bound together by order of 
time, and by some requisite intercalary exposition, all such letters, 
documents and notices aboat Scott as ho found lying suitable, 
and as it seemed likely tho world would undertake to read. His 
\Vork, accordingly, is not so much a composition, as whst we may 
eall a compilation well done. Neither is this a task of no 
difficulty; this too is a task that may bo performed with 
extremely various degrees of talent: from the Life and Corre- 
tpondence ff Hannah More, for instance, up to this Life of Seoll, 
there ia a wide range indeed I Let us take the Seven Volumes, 



and be thankful that they aro genuine in theii kind. Nay, as to 
that of their being seven and not one, it is right to say that tho 
public so required it. To have done other, would have shown 
little policy in an author. Had Mr. Lockfaart laboriously com- 
pressed himself, and instead of well-done compilation, brought 
out the well-done composition, in one volume instead of seven, 
which not many men in England are bettor qualified to do, there 
can be no doubt that his readers for the time had been immeasur- 
ably fewer. If the praise of magnanimity be denied him, that of 
prudence must be conceded, which perhaps he values more. 

The truth is, the work, done in this manner too, was good to 
have : Scott's Iliography, if uncomposed, lies printed and inde< 
structible here, in the elementary state, and can at any time be 
composed, if necessary, by whosoever baa a call to that. As it is, 
as it was meant to be, we repeat, the work is vigorously done. 
Sagacity, decision, candour, diligence, good manners, good sense : 
these qualities are throughout obGervablc. The dates, calculations, 
statements, we suppose to be oil accurate ; much laborious inquiryj 
some of it impossible for another man, has been gone into, the 
results of which are imparted with due brevity. Mcott's letters, 
not interesting generally, yet never absolutely without interest, 
are copiously given ; copiously, but with selection ; the answers 
to them still more select. Narrative, delineation, and at length 
personal reminiscences, occasionally of much merit, of a certain 
rough force, sincerity and picturesqueness, duly intervene. Tho 
scattered members of Scott's Life do lie here, and could be dis- 
entangled. In a word, this compilation is the work of a manful, 
clear-seeing, conclusive man, and has been executed with Ihe 
faculty and combination of faculties the public had a right lo 
expect from the name attached to it. 

One thing we hear greatly blamed in Mr. Lockhart : that ho 
has been too communicative, indiscreet, and has recorded much 
that ought to have lain suppressed. Persons are mentioned, and 
circumstances, not always of an ornamental sort. It would appear 
there is far less reticence than was looked for ! Various persons, 
name and surname, have ' received pain : ' nay the very Hero of 
the Biography is rendered unheroic; unornamental facts of him, 
and of those he had to do with, being set forth in plain English : 
henc« ' personality,' ' indiscretion,' or worse, ' sanctities of private 
hfe,' etc. etc. How delicate, decent is English Biography, bless 
its mealy mouth ! A Damocles' sword of Respectability han'gs 
forever over the poor English Life-writer (as it does over poor 
English Life in general), and reduces him to the verge of paralysis. 
Thus it has been said, ' there are no English lives worth reading 
except those of Players, who by the nature of the case have bidden 
Kespectability good-day.' The English biographer has long felt 
that if in writing his Man's Biography, he wrote down anything 
tliat could by possibility offend any man, he had written wrong. 
The plain consequence was, that, properly speaking, no biography 
whatever could be produced. The poor biographer, having the 
feat not of God before his eyes, wa? obliged to retire as it were 
into vacuum: and write in the most melancholy, straitened 
manner, with only vacuum for a result Vain that he vrrote, and 
that we kept reading volume on volume : there was no biography, 
but some vague ghost of a biography, white, stainless ; witiiout 
feature or su^tance ; vacuum, as we say, and wind and shadow, — 
which indeed the material of it was. 

No man lives without jostling and being jostled; in all ways 
he has to elioit) himself through tho world, giving and roceiving 
olTcncc. His life is a battle, in so far as it is an entity at all. 
Tho very oyster, we suppose, comes in collision with oysters: 
undoubtedly enough it does come in collision with Necessity 
and DifHcuJty ; and helps itself through, not as a perfect ideal 
oyster, but as an imperfect real one. Some kind of remorse must 
bo known to the oyster; certain hatreds, certain pusillanimities. 
But as for man, his conflict is continual with the spirit of contra- 
diction, that is without and within ; with the evil spirit (or call 
it, with the weak, most necessitous, pitiable spirit), that is in 
others and in himself. His walk, liJce all walking (say the 
mechanicians), is a series of falU. To paint man's life is to 
represent these things. Let them be represented, fitly, with 
dignity and measure ; hut above all, let them be represented. No 
tragedy of Bamkt with the part of Hamlet omitted by particular 
desire ! No ghost of a biography, let the Damocles" sword of 
Kespectability (which, after all, b but a pasteboard one) threaten 
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>>r^vkfy« *.h«m, ^f All th^ f^ikium c/i^mAj 1)4wtowed oti his 
'^ .t4,. '}\^fr»i l^ luvn^ m r^jditf tifp etvliXaAplti to him as this «aiEie 
vr^.vr', irh;cH luu sko ^j^^a pr/iity copimcw. It is a eeiumiB 
v? ^PT '.iiim ^ ^i^ryyt tfMny yrniiM^. H« is fonnd gniltj of having 
^<t VA'ff xxui th<kt, ^k'.il^ttfsfl not t/-^ he entirely pleasant to this 
.t»«n 4iui tiwit ; in ''^th^ wordn, fj^UmUuA to give him and the 
*>.;nv AA r^rlrM in a livin;^ set of f eat (ir/^s, not leave him vagne, 
.n '^le Vrtite beatified j(h^j«itt <y>ndition. Heveral men, as we hear, 
-v/ --,'1^, : * -iee, there is something written not entirely pleasant to 
;«<*. ' ^V/yl fr.et^d, it U pity ; but who can help it t They that 
MiW '♦y/'/^d *Wit/ \t^fuf%U'^ miny, sometimes very fairly, get their 
f^iiX'U r;rr^.*/J ; it is the t/rice they j/ay for such illumination; 
rt«i*,o-il V/v.li^St i^ »iife and free Up all. For our part, we hope all 
m<trr.'.e^ ^f M/^sshies that are written in England will henceforth 
M -rf'/Zen V/. if it is fit that they be writUm otherwise, then it 
«<* *f,';\\ fi^^ter that t^iey t)e not written at all : to produce not things 
v,-, y)r.^^<K of thirig.4 can never Ij*? the duty of man, 

1rir»e hv//r^\f)\tiT has this problem set before him : to delineate 
% 'tlfer»e*4 '/f fhe earthly pilgrimage of a man. He will compute 
m^W what pf//fit u in it, and what disprolit; under which latter 
r A(id Mn */l /yff^dirig any of his fellow-creatures will surely not 
>m Uff*/t^JI^}. Sny, this may so swell the disprofit side of his 
v/y/Tjf#t, th>it ttihtty an ent<;rfm'se of biography, otherwise pro- 
ff*in'tuy,f <ihal] re/pjire to Tk? renounced But once taken up, the 
'f*!e fyef//fe all nilei* is tr> do it, not to do the ghost of it. In 
'j^eakifig of the man and men he has to deal with, ho will of 
*/r%tm Ic^^p all \\\n charities aV^ut him; but all his eyes open. 
Knf lie it from liirn to wit down aught untrue; nay, not to abstain 
from, and lerive in oblivion, much that is true. But having found 
'I ihifi'/, fit things essential for his subject, and well c^>mputed the 
f//f and sgsiriMt, he will in very deed sf;t down such thing or 
thin;(s, n/^hing d^/iibting,- -hainvfjf we may say, the fear of God 
)i^\Vtft'. hi« ey^'ii, arid no other fear whatever. Censure the bio- 
^jr^iph'-ys \nw\t'tuv\ ; (liKs«!nt from the computation he made, or 
<i'/,rf\t% with it ; l>e all malice of his, be all falHchood, nay be all 
^4f^rin\fn avoidable inaccuracy, condemned and consumed ; but 
Utt'fW that by this plan only, execute<l as was poHsible, could the 
l/i/igfnTfher hope t<i make a biography : and blame him not that 
he di/i what it had l>e«'n the worst fault not to do. 

Ah iff the sc^tiirncy or error of these statements about the 
tlNllttntjrnr*s Atid otlier jwrwms aggrieved, which are questions 
intjeh mooted ni pr"K<*tit in some jihiccs, wo know nothing at all. 
If ihny are innceiinit", l<tt them be corrccUjd ; if the inaccuracy 
wwM iivf/lflabh% let tliu iiiitlior bear rebuke and punishment for it. 
W" Min only say, th«»se tliingM carry no look of inaccumcy on the 
fu'-e of tliMii I neither is nnywhere the smallest trace of ill-will or 
onjiint ffrolihg diwcernihh'. l)i^cidedly the prohahilitios are, and 
till li«dt«<r evidence arisn, the fair cxnicluHion is, that this matter 
stands v^ry nm^'li as it ought to do. I^et the clatter of censure, 
thi«r«ifon', pfo|n»;/iile itwlf as far as it can. For Mr. Lockhart it 
vlftiirtlly ainotMil'f to i\m v«'ry c<m«idcTabIn pmise, that, standing 
full in tlm fiu!M (if (lin ]uiblic, ho hiis set at nought, and been 
ininng the IliRt to tin jt, a ]iuhli<! pircn of cant; one of the com- 
niMnnnt w« li/ivn, and j-Iomdy allied t<» many othrrs of the fellcst 
snrtf nn niiumih hh it UuiUn. 

Tlin oilier rrriMure, of Seott being made unheroic, springs from 
UiM muiiii nterii ; and is, porluipn, a Htill more wonderful llower of 
»t. Yoni true licio nniNt Imvo no features, but Im white, staiii- 
h'M, nil ifiiponiotial ijliont liero I r»ut eonnected with this, there 
i« a liypolln'Mii now oiirrent, due pmhahly to some man of name, 
for lU iiwii fon'o wntdil not earry it far: That Mr. Ix)ckhart at 
lt«-nl Imi'i u di'iliko to Srott, and Iuih <loue hin host in an under- 
liniid lirmduiouH manner to dishiTo him! Such hypothesis is 
aelifiilly euneiil : Iin that huM earn may hear it now and then. 
On uliieh S'lt^iin •liin^; liy|»ollit\si}«, if a wonl must i»e said, it can 
oiilv l'«» iin «|H»l««>»y Im* Hdonre, •That then> are things at which 
iini' t'l/indt ntrueK udent, an at Ih'nt si^ht of tlie Inlinite.' For if 
Mr Lsklmrt in fairly ehargeahle with any r.idical defect, if on 



any sid« fak bisi\,di% tsi^iseij fa£a. kns, it aeax evm to be in tlkia^ 
that SeoCt is ^hfj^psher lordj Xo hia ; uus Seoctls grcsitiftea 
spread om irx him on all hsida hejcnd -nmth, of eye ; thai his 
very faoks Lecoae beaolifiil, faii vid^ir woddfiaeasEs are gftlid 
yndtaoim, pfopnecies; and of Iiai voctii tfaeie is no meanoe. 
I>>» not tLe pctam: BusgEspfaer dwell on iiis AhboU^ PimU^y ^th^ 
hasty xLeaXxval aepcfr-painsiD^ ; afieccic-carely analyaiiig tlM>^-^ 
9R a they were BaphaeipicaiEea, tizne-d^jing HamUu^ OiheUoi t 
The XoTel-ixL^niLfaetcrT, with ifia Jtl5,0OtJ a-year, is sacxed to 
him as creation of a ^aarzs^ which cazriea dke noble vicior up to 
Heaven. Scou is to Loekbait the imparaEeled of the time ; an 
objeet spreading-oot before Mia like a sea without shore. Of 
that astonishing hypothesis, ies expiessive silence be the onJj 
answer. 

And so in aims, with regard to Loekharfs Life of Scoff, 
Ttsuien that believe in ns ihall read it wiih the feeling tK<^tr a 
man of talent, deciaion, and insight wrote it ; wrote it in seven 
volumes, not in one, because the public would pay for it better 
in that state; bat wrote il with coiirage, with fnnkness, sincezity; 
on the whole, in a very readille, reoommendable manner, as 
things go. Whosoever needs it can porchase it^ or purchase the 
loan of it, with assurance more than usual that he has ware for 
hi'? money. And novr enough of the written Li/e; we will glance 
a little at tho man and his acted life. 

Into the question whether Scott was a great man or not, we 
do not propose to enter deeply. It is, as too usual, a question 
about words. There can be no donbfc bat many men have been 
named and printed ^eat who were vastly smaller than he : as 
little doubt moreover that of the specially good^ a very lai^ 
portion, according to any genuine standard of man's worth, were 
worthless in comparison to him. He for whom Scott is great 
may most innocently name him so; may with advantage admire 
his great qualities, and ought with sincere heart to emulate them. 
At the same time, it is good that there be a certain degree of 
precision in our epithets. It is good to onderstand, for one 
thing, that no popularity, and open-mouthed wonder of all the 
world, continued even for a long series of years, can make a man 
great. Such popularity is a remarkable fortune; indicates a 
great adaptation of the man to his element of circumstances; 
but may or may not indicate anything great in the man. To 
our imagination, as above hinted, there is a certain apotheosis in 
it ; but in the reality no apotheosis at alL Popularity is as a 
blaze of illumination, or alas, of conflagration, kindled round a 
man ; shotoing what is in him ; not putting the smallest item 
more into him ; often abstracting much from him ; conflagrating 
the poor man himself into ashes and caput mortuumf And 
then, by the nature of it, such popularity is transient; your 
' series of years/ quite unexpectedly, sometimes almost all on a 
sudden, terminates ! For the stupidity of men, especially of 
men congregated in masses round any object, is extreme. What 
illuminations and conflagrations have kindled themselves, as if 
new heavenly suns had risen, which proved only to be tar-barrels 
and terrestrial locks of straw ! Profane Princesses cried out> 
* One God, one Farinelli ! ' — and whither now have they and 
Farinclli danced ? 

In Literature too there have been seen popularities greater 
even than Scott's, and nothing perennial in the interior of them. 
Lope do Vega, whom all the world swore by, and made a proverb 
of ; who could make an acceptable five-act tragedy in almost as 
many hours ; the greatest of all popularities past or present, and 
pcrliups one of the greatest men that ever ranked among popu> 
laritios : Lope himself, so radiant, far-shining, has not proved to 
be a sun or star of the firmament ; but is as good as lost and 
gone out ; or plays at best in the eyes of some few as a vague 
aurora-borealis, and brilliant iueffectuality. The great man of 
Spain sat obscure at the time, all dark and poor, a maimed 
soldier; writing his Don Quixote in prison. And Lope's fate 
withal was sad, his popularity perhaps a curse to him ; for in this 
man there was something ethereal too, a divine partide traceable 
in fow other popular men ; and such far-shining diffusion of him- 
self, though all the world swore by it, would do nothing for the 
tnu! life of him oven while he lived ; he had to creep into a 
convent, into a monk's cowl, and learn, with infinite sorrow, that 
his blessedness had lain eUewhcro ; that when a man's life feela 
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itself to be eick nnd an enor, no voting of bystanders cou moke it 
-well and a truth again. 

Or coniiuif iJown to oar own times, was not August Kotzobue 
popular I Kolzebiie, not so many y^ar^ since, saw bimsulf, if 
rumour and hand-clapping could be credited, the greatest man 
going ; saw visibly hia Thooghts, dresaed-out in plush and paste- 
board, permeating and perambulating civilised £urope ; the most 
iron visiles weeping with bim, in all tlieatrea from Cadij to 
Kamtchatka ; hia own * astonishing geniUB ' meanwhile produuing 
two trsgediea or bd per month : he, on the whole, bluKed high 
enough : he too has gone out into Night and Orcus, and already 
13 not. We will omit this of popularity alt^^ether ; and account 
it as making simply nothing towards Suotb's greatness or non- 
greatne^, ns an accident, not a quality. 

Shorn of this falsifying nimbus, and reduced to his own 
natural dimensionx, there remains the reality, Walter Scott, and 
what wo can find in him : to be accounted great, or not great, 
according to the dialects of men. rrienils to precision of epithet 
will probably deny hia title to the name 'great' It seems to us 
there goes other stuff to the making of great men than con be 
detected here. Odo knows not what idea worthy of the name of 
great, what purpose, instinct or tendency, that could be called 
great, Scott ever was inspired with. His life was worldly ; his 
ambitions were worldly. There is nothing epiritnal in him ; all 
is economical, material, of the earth earthy. A love of piclnresquc, 
of beautiful, vigorous and graceful things ; a genuine love, yet not 
more genuine than has dwelt in hundreds of men named minor 
poets : this is the highest quality to be discerned in him. 

His power of representing these things, too, hie poetic power, 
like his moral power, was a genius in extenao, as we may say, not 
in intenso. In. action, in speculation, broad as he was, ho losa 
nowhere high ; productive without measure as to quantity, in 
quality he for the most part transcended hut a littb way the 
rejjion of commonplace. It has been said, 'no mail has written 
ii3 many volamea with so few sentences that can bo quoted.' 
"Winged words were not his vocation ; nothing urged him that 
way : the great Mystery of Existence was not great to him ; did 
not drive him into rocky solitudes to wrestle with it for an answer, 
to be answered or to perish. He had nothing of the martyr ; into 
no ' dark region to slay monsters for nn,' did he, either led or 
driven, venture down : his conquests were for his own behoof 
mainly, conquests over common market-labour, and reeknnalile in 
good metallic coin of the realm. The thing he had faith in, 
except power, power of what sort soever, and even of the rudest 
.°ort, would be difficult to point out. One sees not tbnt he be- 
lieved in anything ; nay he did not even disbelieve ; but quietly 
acquiesced, and made himself at home in a world of convention- 
iilities ; the false, the semi-false and the truo were alike true in 
this, that they were there, and had power in their hands more or 
less. It was well to feel so ; and yet not well ! We find it 
written, 'Woo to them that are at oaae in Zion !' but surely it is 
a double woe to them that are at ease in Babel, in DomdanieL 
On the other hand, he wrote many volumes, amusing many 
thousands of men. Shall we call this great! It seems to us 
there dwells and struggles another soit of spirit in the inward 
parta of great men ! 

Brother Itingletub, the missionary, inquired of Ram-Dass, a 
Hindoo mnn-god, who had set \rp for godhood lately. What he 
meant to do, then, with the sins of mankind 1 To which liam- 
lioss at once answered. He had^ro enoiujh in hi* belly to hum-up 
all the sins in the world. liam-Dass was right eo far, and had 
a spice of sense in him ; for surely it is the test of every divine 
man this same, and willtout it he is not divine or great, — that he 
have fire in him to bum-np somewhat of the sins of the world, of 
the miseries and errors of the world : why else is he there? Far 
he it from us to say that ogreat man roust needs, with benevolence 
[irepenae, become a ' friend of humanity ;' nay that such pro- 
fessional self-conscious friends of humanity are not the fataleat 
kind of persons to be met with in our day. All greatness is 
unconscious, or it is little ond nought And yet a great man without 
luek fire in him, burning dim or developed, as a divine behest in 
his heart of hearts, never resting till it bo fulfilled, were a solecism 
in Nature, A great man is ever, as the Trans cendcntalista speak, 
possessed with an idea. 

]!fftpoleon Imaself, not the anperfinest of great men, and 



ballaated sufficiently with prudences and cgniams, had never- 
theless, as is dear enough, an idea to start with : the idea that 
Democracy was the Cause of Slan, the right and infinite Cause. 
Accordingly he made himself ' the armed Soldier of Demo- 
cracy:' and did vindicate it in a rather great manner. Kay. 
to the veiv last, he had a kind of idea ; that, namely, of ' Im 
carrihv ouiKrte mix tulene. The tools to him that can handlo 
them;' really one of the best ideas yet promulgated on that 
matter, or rather the one true central idea, towards which all tho 
others, if they tend anywhither, must tend. Unhappily it was 
in the military province only that Napoleon could realise this 
idea of his, being forced to fight for himself the while : before he 
got it tried to any extent in the civil province of things, his 
head by much victory grew light {no head can stand moro than 
its quantity); and he lost head, as they say, and becauie a sellish 
amhitionist and quack, and was hurled out ; leaving his idea to 
be realised, in the civil province of things, by otbera. Thus was 
Napoleon; thus are all great men : children of the idea; or, in 
Ram-Dass'e phraseology, furnished with fire to bum up the 
miseriea of men. Conscious or unconscious, latent or unfolded, 
there is small vestige of any such file being extant in the inner- 
man of Scott. 

Tet on the other hand, the surliest critic must allow that 
Scott was a genuine man, which itself is a great matter. No 
afiectation, fantasticality, or distortion dwelt in him ; no sharlow 
of cant. Nay withal, was he not a right bravo and strong man. 
according to his kind 1 What a load of toil, what a mea;9Uro of 
felicity, he quietly bore along with him; with what quiet strength 
he both worked on this earth, and enjoyed in it; invincible to 
evil fortune and to good I A most composed invincible man ; in 
difficulty and distress knowing no discourugement, Samson-like 
carrying nfi^ on hia strong Samson-slioulders the gates that would 
imprison him ; in danger and menace laughing at the whisper of 
fear. And then with such a sunny current of true humour and 
humanity, a free joyful sympathy with so many things ; what of 
had all lying so beautifully latent, as radical latent heat. 



rath of life ; a most rohust, heallliy n 

r best definition of Scott were perhaps even this, 

o great man, then something much pleasonter to 

roughly healthy, and withal very prosperous and 

An eminently we U conditioned man, healthy in 

n soul ; we will coll bim one of tho healthiest of 



fruitful intcn 
The truth i 
that he was, if n 
be, a robust, tho: 
victorious n 
body, healthy ii 

Neither is this a small matter : health i:; a great matter, both 
to the possessor of it and to others. On tho wliole, that humorist 
in the Moral Essay was not so far out, who determined on 
honouring health only ; and go instead of humbling himself to 
the high-bom, to the rich and well-dressed, insisted on dofTing 
hat to the healthy : coroneted carriages wilh p.'de faces in them 
pnsBod by as failures, miaerahta and lamentable ; traclta with 
mddy-oheeked strength dragging at them were greeted as succeae- 
ful and venerable. For docs not health mean harmony, th" 
synonym of all that is true, justly-ordered, good; is it not, in 
some sense, the net total, as shown by cx|)eriment, of whatever 
worth is in us 1 The healthy man is the most meritorious pro- 
duct of Nature so far as he goes. A healthy body is good ; but , 
a BOol in right health, — it is the thing beyond all others to he 
prayed for ; the blessedest thing this earlh receives of Heaven. 
Without artificial medicament of philosophy, or tight-lacing of 
creeds (always very questionable), the healthy soul discerns whai 
is good, and adben'S to it, and retains it; discerns what is bad, 
and spontaneously casts it off. An instinct from Nature herself, 
like that which guides the wild animals of the forest to their 
food, shows bim wltat he shall do, what he shall abstain from. 
The false and foreign will not adhere to bim ; cant and all fan- 
tastic diseased incrustations ai* impossible; — as Walker the 
Original, in such eminence of health was he for his part, could 
not, by much abstinence from soap-and- water, attain to a dirty 
face I This thing thou canst work with and prolil by, this thing 
is substantial and worthy; that other thing thou caust not work 
trivial and inapt : so speaks unerringly the inward 
monition of the man's whole nature. No need of logic to prove 
the most argumentative absurdity absurd ; as Goethe says of 
himself, 'all this ran down from mu like water from a man in 
wax-cloth dress,' Blessed is the healthy nature; it is the oohei 
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r/<HAYH BY THOMAS CABLTLE. 



tir«f '/Sit' hi iixh hMisifjMfj'JA »dju*tei«fXtt «jd pinr of aJJ tit*: 
ikJj juuMi 4tii'i «JJ Xhih'j^. Oiad li^^t ftvfiu witliiii ndLttef oatvatdis, 

S'/w «Ji tl^w *^ft \/ii pn4MsiA^ of Walt^" ftoTtt, and of no 
hrixM^ iMn^y UiMn \kaX w^ rf^x^^^ W in ih^s^. <i»y«, to Mir eucb 
icxU:n\,~- if ix U li'A p<irrfiAp«of ojx*;, the mosrt opposite iwzipju^hhf: 
Vj H^yM, \/tii Li« ^jual iu ihi» ^|TuJity ajid w^iAt bold* of it : 
WiJJikiii (/(AAMi ! Xa/ there aire other cioiUantiei, widely 
ditfe/efit IM thejr two I'/'A ; itor be the wroparifcon di«pairagisg to 
I5<i//tt : for <>AAMi alwf, aot t>*e [i^ttero John Bull of hi« centorr, 
«tro;*;{ lu tl^e rh'iW/t'MpjiHf and wjtli Mugular humanitie« and geni- 
«]iti4;ii khmu',/^ through hiis thick fckjxi, in a nioiit brave ])\i*:n*)m*iiifju. 
I^t l>/urite//u« wau Nature t// u« ; in the uiM'v^t of THt:/)rfhA age«, 
when l$riti*h Liteiature lay all pukiog and ifprawling in Wer- 
Ufmtit, liyrouluM, and other Hentimentalutm tearful or spasmodic 
(fruit of inUsnmi wht/I), Nature wa« kin/1 enough to send us two 
fii^lthy M>?rj, of whom Klie miglit still say, not without jmde : 
^TUfM^i u\M4t yftsfi*, Uindti in Knglartd; such limits do I still make 
th<?re J " liU one of the che<;rfulest sigbts, let the question of its 
greatn^iss l>e s<;ttK^l as you will. A h<^lthy nature may or may 
Yi^/t \fti great ; but there in no gr<^t nature tliat is not healthy. 

Or, on tb« wbohj, might we not say, Hc^Ht, in the new vesture 
of tbe nineteenth e<?ntury, was intriusi/^ally very much the old 
fighting lUmhntr of prior centuries ; the kind of man Nature 
diii of old make in tliat birthknd of hisi In the sa<ldle, with 
ibe foray-srx^ar, he would have a^y^uitte^ hims^flf as he did at the 
desk with his pen. One fancies how, in stout JJeardui of Harden's 
tinje, he f^^iuld have'^play<i<i l^iardie's i>art ; and been the stalwart 
hufM>elt^^i Urrui/Uiim he in tbis late time could only delight to 
4raw« The same nioni self-help was in him ; the same oak and 
triple brass round bis beart. He t^>o c^^uld have fought at Ked- 
swin% crai:king crowns with tbe fiercest, if tliat bad been the 
tusk ; <Miuld Imve burri<fd cattle in 'I'ynedale, repaying injury with 
fuinipound inU'rest; a right sufficient captain of men. A man 
witbout ijualms or fantasticalities; a hard-headed, sound-hearted 
man, of joyous robust temper, looking to tbo main chance, and 
lighting direct tbitberward ; vuldr. dalwarUut homo /—llovr much 
in that ciuic bad slumWcd in him, and passed away without 
ftign 1 Hut indiMu! who knows bow much slumbers in many meni 
INirbaps our griiaUtst ))oetM arc tbo mute Miitons; the vocab are 
tbose whom by bappy accident wo lay hold of, ono hero, ono 
tliert!, as it chance's, and wake vocal. It is even a question, 
wbetber, had not want, discomfort, and distress warrants been 
busy at Htratfonl-onAvon, Hhakcnpoaro himself had not lived 
killing calves or combing wool I Had tbo Kdial Boarding-school 
iurned out well, wo bad never hoard of Samuol Johnson ; Samuel 
Jnbnson bad boon a fut schoolmaster and dogmatic gerundgrinder, 
iind never known tliat bo was mon<. Nature is rich those two 
<*KgH thou art eating caroh*HsIy to breakfast, could thoy not have 
lHi(*n batcbod into a pair of fowls, and have covorod the wholo 
Wiirbl with poultry 1 

Hut it wiM not Imrrying of cattle in Tyncdalo, or cracking of 
crowns at Uodswins that tliis stout 1k)rdor-chiof was appointed 
Ui perform. Far otiior work. To bo tho song-singer and jilcosant 
tulo tollorto Uritain and Kuropo, in tbo beginning of tho artificial 
nint^tiM^ntb century ; bon^, and not thoro, lay his businoss. 
llcardio of Hanb^n would have found it very amazing. How ho 
Nba|His biniNclf to tbis now cloniont ; bow bo helps himself along 
in it, makos it too do for him, lives sound and victorious in it, 
and leads over tbo marches such a spoil as all tho cattlo-drovos 
tbe Hardens ovt^r ti»ok were poor in comparison to; this is tho 
bistory of tbo lifo and aebioveinents of our Sir Walter Scott, 
lUronot ;— wbertMit wo are now to glanco for a little ! It is a 
thing remarkable ; a thing sulmtiintial ; of joyful, victorious 
^ort ; not unwortby to W glanced at Withal, however, a glanco 
hero and tberti will sullUv. Our limits aro narrow; tho thing, 
woni it never mo viotitrious, is nt)t of tho sublime sort, nor ex- 
tremely edifying ; tbt»rt» is nothing in it to censun^ vehemently, 
nor love vebemently ; tberi^ is mort» to wonder at than admire ; 
and tbo wholo secret is not an abstruse ono. 

Till ti^wahU tbe age of tliirty, Scott** life has nothing in it 
decisively jH»inting tv»\vanU I.itcniture, or indeed lowanls disiino- 



tios:! of any kind ; be is wedded, selsled, and has gone throng ail 
hi« pr*rlin;ii:arT iJiepE, withonl symjlom of renovii as yet- It is 
ihfc liit of ererr oth«T ijidinbcrgh jomh of his elation and tLoie. 
Fortunate we most name it, in many ways. Paxenis in easy or 
wealthy drenmstaneee, jet nnencunber&d with the cares and 
penr^frkFions of arLb-toeracT ; nothing eminent in fJao*-, in facnl^, or 
eoiture, yet nothing deficient ; all around is meth'jdic regulation, 
! prudence, prosperity, kind-heartadness ; an element of warmth and 
i light, of atfbction, UMinstry, and bni^^ieily comfort^ heightened into 
{ eieganee ; in which the young heart can wholesomtd^* grow. A 
j rigorous health seems to hare been given by Nature ; yet, as if 
Nature had feaid withal : ' Let it be a health to express itself by 
j mind, not by body,' a lameness is added in childhood ; the brave 
! little boy, imitead of romping and bickering, most learn to think ; 
or at lowest, what is a great matter, to sit stilL Xo rackets and 
trundling'hoops for this young Walter ; bat ballads, history-books 
and a world of legendary stufi, which his mother and those near 
him are copiously able to furnish. Disease, which is but super- 
ficial, and issues in outward lameness, does not cloud the young 
existence ; rather forwards it towards the expansion it is fitted for. 
The miBerable disease had been one of the internal nobler parts, 
marring the general oiganisation ; under which no Walter Scott 
coidd have b^n forwarded, or with all his other endowments could 
liave been producible or possible. ' Nature gives healthy children 
much ; how much ! Wise education is a wise unfolding of this ; 
often it unfolds itself better of its own accord.' 

Add one other circumstance : the place where ; namely, 
Presbyterian Scotland. The influences of this are felt incessantly, 
they stream-in at every pore. * There is a country accent,' says La 
liochefoucault, 'not in speech only, but in thought, conduct, 
character, and manner of existing, which never forsakes a man.' 
Scott, we believe, was all his days an Episcopalian Dissenter in 
Scotland; but that makes little to the matter. Nobody who 
knows Scotland and Scott can doubt but Presbyterianism too had 
a vast share in the forming of hiuL A country where the entire 
people is, or even once has been, laid hold of, tilled to the heart 
with an infinite religious idea, has *made a step from which it cannot 
retrogade.' Thought, conscience, the sense that man is denizen of a 
Universe, creature of an Eternity, has penetrated to the remotest 
cottage, to the simplest heart. Beautiful and awful, the feeling 
of a Heavenly Behest, of Duty god-commanded, overcanopies all 
life. There is an inspiration in such a people : one may say in a 
more special sense, * the inspiration of the Almighty giveth them 
understanding.* Honour to all the brave and true ; everlasting 
honour to brave old Knox, one of the truest of tho true ! That, 
in tho moment while he and his cause, amid civil broils,. in con- 
vulsion and confusion, were still but struggling for life, he sent 
the schoolmaster forth to all comers, and said : * Let the people be 
taught :' this is but one, and indeed an inevitable and comparatively 
inconsiderable item in his great message to men. His message, in 
its true compass, was : * Let men know that they are men ; created 
by God, responsible to God ; who work in any meanest moment 
of time what will last through eternity.' It is verily a great 
message. Not ploughing and hammering machines, not patent- 
digesters (never so ornamental) to digest the produce of these : no, 
in no wise ; born slaves neither of their fellow-men, nor of their 
own appetites; but men! This great message Knox did deliver, with 
a moil's voice and strength ; and foimd a people to believe him. 

Of such an achievement, we say, were it to be made once only, 
tho results are immense. Thought, in such a country, may change 
its form, but cannot go out ; the country has attained majority ; 
thought, and a certain spiritual manhood, ready for all work that 
man can do, endures there. It may take many forms : the form 
of hard-fisted money-getting industry, as in the vulgar Scotchman, 
in the vulgar New Englander ; but as compact developed force and 
alertness of faculty, it is still there ; it may utter itself one day 
08 tho colossal Scepticism of a Hume (beneficent this too though 
painful, ^vrestling Titan-like through doubt and inquiry towards 
new belief) ; and agoin, some better doy, it moy utter itself as the 
inspired Melody of a Bums ; in a word, it is there, and continues 
to manifest itself, in the Voice and the Work of a Nation of hardy 
endeavouring considering men, with whatever that may l»ear in it, 
or unfold from it. The Scotch national character originates in 
many circumstances ; first of all, in the Saxon stuff there was to 
work on; but nex^ and beyond all else except that, in the 
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Pcesl)Vtprian Gi«i)el of Johu Knox. It seems a rooi! national 
character; anil on some sidca not eo good. Let Scott thaiik John 
Knos, (or he owed him much, little as he dreamed of debt in that 
quarter \ No Scotchman of hb time waa more entirely Scotch 
than Waller Scott: the good and the not bo good, which all 
Scotchmen inherit, ran through every fibre of hiro. 

Scott's childhood, Bchool'dajs, college-dnya, are pleasant to 
read of, though they differ not from those of others in his place 
and time. The memory of him may probably enough last 
till this reconl of them becomes far more curious than it now 
is. ' So lived an Edinburgh Writer to the Signet's son in the 
end of the eighteenth century,' may some future Scotch novelist 
say to himself in the end of the twenty-first I The following 
little fragment of infancy is all we can extract It is from 
an Autobiography which he had begun, which one cannot hut 
regret he did not finish. Scott's best qualities never shone out 
more freely than when he went upon anecdote and reminiscence. 
Such a master of narrative and of himself could have done 
personal narrative well. Here, if anywhere, his knowledge 
AVUH complete, and all his humour and good-humour had free 
scope. 

' Xa odd incident is worth recording. It Bceme, my niather hail sent a 
main to take ch&rge of mo. at Ihia farm of SuDdj'-Siiowe, that I might be 
no iacanvenieace to the family. Bat the dam>el sent on that important 
Tnissiun had left ber heart behind ber, in the Iteeping of some wild fellow, 
it is likely, who bad dooe and said more to ber than be was like to make 
good. She became extremely desirons to reCuru to Edinburgh ; and, as 
my mother made B, point of her remaining whore she was, she contracted 
a sort of hatred at poor mo, as the canse of her being dela,ined at Saudy- 
Knowe- This rose, I snppoEC, to a sort of delirioos affection ; for ehe 
conteHsed to old Alison Wilson, the hoasekeeper, that ahe had carried me 
tip to the cmigs under a strong temptation of the Deiil to cot my throat 
tvilh her acieaorB, and bury me ia the maB«. Alison instantly took 
|>(>ase8aioa of my person, and took care that her oonSdant Bboold not be 
siibjeet to any further temptation, at least so far as 1 was concerned. She 
vas dismissfd of course, and I bare beard afterwards beoame a tanatio. 

' It is bare, at Sandy.Knowe, in the residence of my paternal grand- 
father, slrendy nieationod, thai I have the Gret cotiHciousueeB of existence; 
and I i-ecuUeot distinctly that my aitaalioQ and appearance were a little 
whimBtcal. Among the odd reDiedics recurred to, to aid my lameaesi, 
Bnmeono had recommended that lo often as a sheep was kilted for the 
USD of the family, I shonld be stripped, and airathed.np in the skin warm 
as it naa fiayed from the carcasB of the animal. In this Tartar-like 
habilitnent I well remember lying upon the floor of the little parlour iti 
■ho tarmhouie, while my grandfather, a venerable old man with white 
hair, naed every incitement to make me try to orawl. I also distinctly 
icmember the late Bir George H'Doegal of Haokergtown, father nf the 
present SirUenry Hay M'Don^.joiningintheattempt. Hewos, God knows 
how, a rolatioQ of ours; and 1 still recotieet hjm, in bis old. fashioned 
military habit (he had been Colonel of the Greys), with a amali cocked, 
bat deeply laoed, ao embroidered scarlet woistcoat, and a light -col on red 
coat, with milk-white locks tied in a military fashion, kneeling on the 
ground before me, and dragging his wateh along the carpet to induce me 
to follow it. The benevoleut old soldier, and tbe infant wrapped in his 
sheepskin, would have afforded nn odd group to uninterested Bpoclatocs. 
This must bare happened about my third year (1774>. for Sir George 
M'DoQga! and my grandfatber both died shortly after that period.* ' 

We will glance nest into the ' LiddeMdale Raids' Scott has 
grown «p to be a brisk-hearted jovial young man and Advocate ; 
in vacation-time he makes excursions to the Highlands, to the 
Sordcr Cheviots, and Northumberland; rides free and far, on 
his atout galloway, through bog and brake, over the dim moory 
Debatable Land,-— over Flodden and other fields and places, 
where, though he knew it not, his work lay. No land, however 
dim and moory, but either has had or will have ita poet, and ao 
become not unknown in song. Liddesdale, which was once as 
prosaic as most dales, having now attained illustration, let us 
glance thilherward : Liddesd^e too is on this ancient Earth of 
ours, under this eternal Sky ; and gives and takes, in the most 
incalculable manner, with tlie Universe at large I Scott's es- 
perieiices there are rather of the rustic Arcadian sort ; the 
element of whisky not wanting. Wo should premise that 
here and there a feature has, jierhaps, been aggravated for 
efi'cct's sake: 

'Dnring seree snoeessire years,* writes Mr, Lockbart (for the Auto- 
biography bos long Binoe toft us), ' Soott made a raid, as be called it, into 
Liddesdale with Ur, Shortrecd, ■heria.siibstitnte of Uoiburgh, for his 
guide ; exploring every rivniet to its source, ood every ruined peel from 
fonndalian to batttemenC. At tbia time no wheeled currijigs bad ever 



been seeu in tbe district i— the firat, indeed, was a gig, drirea by Soott 
biriisetf Tor a part of bis way, nben on the lost of Ibeae seven eiaursious. 
There was no inn nor publicliouse ol any kind tn tbe whole valley ; tlio 
travelloTH pOEsed from the Khepheid's but to the minister's manao, and 
again from the oheerfu! hoapitality of tbe manse to the rongh and jolly 
welcome of the homestoud; galioring, wherever they weut, songs and 
tuues, aed occasionally more tangible relics of antiquity, — even sucb a. 
"rowth of auld kaicknacksts " as Burns oscribea to Captain Grose. To 
these rambles Soolt owed much of tbe materials of hia Uinslrelty of llit 
Scotliih Bonier; aod out less of that intimate aoqiiaioliuice with the 
living maaeers of these nmophisticated regions, which constitutes ttie 
□hief charm of one of tbe most charming of bis prose works. But how 
soon be bad any dsUuite object before bim in his reseai'chea soemi very 
doubtfuL " He was makin' himaell a' the time," said Ur. Sbortreed ; 
" but be didua ken maybe what be was abont till years bad paaaed : at 
first he thoaght o' little, I daresay, bat the queemess and tbe fnn." 

'"In those days," asja tbe Momoraudum before mo, "advocaloa 
were not so plenty — at least about Liddesdale; " and the worthy tihoriC- 
subatiiute goes on to describe the sort of bustle, not ucmiied with alarm, 
prodoccd at the firat farmbouse tliey visited (Willie Elliot's at Millburu. 
holm), when the honest man was informed of tbe quality of oiio of bis 
guesta. When they diemounted, acoordiugly, he roceivcd Ur. Scott with 
great ceremony, oud insisted upon himself leading bis horse to the stable, 
bbortreed acoompanied Willie, bowerer; and tbe latter, after taking u. 
deliberate |)eep at Scott, " out-by tbe edge of the door-cheek," whiEpered : 
" Wcel, Oobin, 1 say, de'il bae me it I's be a bit feared for him now ; he'a 
juat a uliield like ourselTes, I think." Half-a-dozen dogs of all dcgrei's 
bad already gathered round " the advocate," and his way of returning 
their compliments had Bet Willie Elliol at onoe at his eaee. 

' According to Ur. Shortreed, this good man of Uillbumbolm was the 
great original of Dandie Dltimoat. • • • They dinod at Mill- 
burubolmi and, after baring lingered over Willie Elliot's piinob.botv!, 
until, ID Ur. Shorticed's phrase, they were " half -gl own n'," nmuutod 
their steeds again, and proceeded to Ur. EUio/s at Uleugh.beod, where 
(" for," says my Memorandum, "folk wereua very nice in those days") 
the two travellers slept in one and the same bed, — as, indeed, seeniB to 
bare been tbe ease with them throughout moat of their eiouraious iu Ibis 
primitive district. Dr. Elliot (a clergyman) had already a large Ms. 
collection of tbe baltads Scott was in quest of. * * * Moxt 
morning they seem to have ridden a long way for tbe eipresa purpose of 
visiting one "aald Thomas o' Tussilehope," another J£lliut, I aupiKise, 
who was celebrated for bis skill on the Border pipe, aud in particular for 
being in possession of the real lilt* of Dick o' the Coae. Before starting, 
that is at six o'clock, tbe bBllad-bunters had, " jnst to lay the stomach, a 
devilled duck or iwae and some Lo-ndon porter." Auld Tbomas found 
Ibem, uerortheleaa, well disposed for " breakfaat " on their arrival an 
TuEsilebope ; and this being ocer, he delighted them with oue of the most 
hideous sud unearthly of all BpecimoDS of " riding mosio," and, moreover, 
with ooDsiderable libaciona of whiaky.puncb, manufaotnred in a certain 
wooden vessel, reaembling a very small milkpail, which be called " Wisdom." 
because it " made" only a few spooufula of spirits, — though be bad tbe 
art of replenishing it so adroitly, tbat it bad been celebrated for fifty 
years as more fatal to sobriety than any howl in the ponsb. Having 
done duo bononr to " Wisdom," they again mounted, and proceeded oter 
mesa and moor to some other equally boapitable master of the pipe. 
" Ab me," aaya Shortreed, " siu an endless fund o" humour and drollery 
as be then bad wi' bim ! Kever ten yards but we were either laughing or 
roaring aud singing. Whorever we stopped, how brawlie be suited bim- 
sell to everybody I He aye did as the lave did ; never made himsell the 
great man, or took ooy airs in the oompany. I've seen bim io a' mtxida 
io tbese jannts, grave and gay, daft and serious, sober and drank — (this, 
however, oron iu our wildest rambles, was rare) — but, drunk or sober, he 
was aye tbe geulleman. Ue lookit eiceasirely henv; aud stupid when 
he was/ou, but he was never out o' gude humour." ' 

These are questionable doings, questionably narrated ; but 
what shall we Hay of the foilowiog, wherein the element of 
whiiiky plays an extremely prominent parti We will say that 
it M questionable, and not exemplary, whisky mounting clearly 
beyond its level ; that indeed charity hopes and conjectures here 
may be some aggravating of features for etfect's sake ! 

'On Tcachiag, one evening, some C)uirIies?ioj» or other (I forget tbe 
name) among tlioao wilderneases, they fonnd a kindly reueptioD, as usual; 
but, to tbeir agreeable surprise, after some days of hardhving, a measured 
and orderly hospitality as rospeoted liquor. Soon after supjiei', at whiob 
a bottle of elderberry-wme alone bad been produced, a young otudeiit of 
divinity, who happeued to be in the bouse, was oalled upou to take tbe 
" big ha' Bible." iu the good old fashion of " Burus's Saturday Night ; " 
and aome progress had been already made in the aervico, when the good- 
man of the farm, wlioee " tuodeuoy," as Ur. Uitohell aaya, "woa soporitic," 
scandalised his wife and tbe dominie by atortiug auddenly from bin kuces. 

and, rubbing bis eyes, with a stentorian exclamation ol '' By , liare's 

the keg at last ! " uud in tumbled, as he spoke Ibe word, a couple of atuixly 
herdsmen, whom, on bearing a day before of the advocate's appruacbing 
visit, he bad despatched to a certain smuggler's haunt, at aome considerable 
distance, iu quest of a supply of run brandy from tbe Holivay t'ntb. The 
pious " exercLSu " of tbe liousebold was hopelessly interrupted. With a 

* Loud tune : German, lalten. 
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111 apologies foi'hie bicherlu Bbabli;- en terlaiu merit, this jolly Elliot, 

or Armttmog, had ch« neloomo keg monuted oa thu tubJa irithoat a 
~s deiftj) and gentle and Bimple, not. forgettiug the domiDie, 
\ cnroDBinitbbODt it Dacil daylight stnuLmcd-ia upon the part;. 
>r Soo't seldom failed, when 1 saw him in company nith his Lid- 
la eoQjpanion, to mimie with jnGnito bumoor the sadden outburst of 
tf hoHL UQ bearing Iha clatter of boraes' feot, whiob ha knev to 
rival of the keg— the conilemation of the dame— and the 
rwfnl despair with nbich (Jiu young olwgyuiui oiosed the book.' ' 

From whieh Liddesdale raids, which we here, like the young 
tlei^maB, close not without a certain rueful despair, let the 
reader draw what nouriahmeut he can. Thoy evince satisfnctorily, 
though in a rude manner, that in those days yoong advocates, 
and iScott like the rest of them, were alive and aiert.—whiaky 
sometimes preponderating. But let us now fancy that the jovial 
young Advocate ha3 pleaded hia lirst cause; has served 
yeomanry drills ; heen wedded, been promoted Sheriff, without 
romance in eitlier case : dahhling a little the while, undi 
guidance of Monk Lewis, in translations from the GeroiaQ, iu 
translation of Goetlto's Gdls with the Iron Hand ; — and we have 
arrived at the threshold of the Miiistreley of the Scottish Border, 
and the opening of a new century. 

Hitherto, therefore, there has been made out, by Nature and 
Circumstiince working together, nothing unusually remarkable, 
yet still something very valuable ; a stout effectual man of 
thirty, full of broad s^acity and good-humour, with faculties ' 
him lit for any burden of businesa, hospitality, and duty, legal 
or civic : — with what other faculties in him no one could yet 
Bay. As indeed, who, after life-long inspection, can say what 
is in any mani The uttered part of a man's life, let ua always 
repeat, bears to the uouttered UDconscious part a small unknown 
proportion ; he himself never knows it, much less do others. 
Give him room, give him impulse; he reaches down to the 
Infinite with that so fitraitly-imprisoned soul of bis ; and eait do 
miracles if need be I It is one of the oomfortablest truths that 
great men abound, though in the unknown state. Kay, as above 
hinted, our greatest, heing also by nature our quietest, are perhaps 
those that remain unknown! Philosopher Firhte took comfort 
in this belief, when from all pulpits and editorial desks, and 
puhlicaLions periodical and stationary, be could hear nothing 
but the infinite chattering and twittering of commonplace 
become ambitious; and in the infinite stir of motion nowhilber, 
and of din which should have been silence, all seemed churned 
into one tempestuous yeasty froth, and the stem Pichte almost 
deeired ' taxes on knowledge ' to allay it a little ; — he comforted 
himself, we say, by the unshaken belief that Thought did still 
exist in Germany ; that thinking men, each in his own corner, 
wei« verily doing their work, though in a silent latent manncr.t 

Walter Scott, oa a latent Walter, had never amused all men 
for a soore of years in the course of centuries and eternities, 
or gained and tost several hundred thousand pounds sterling 
by Literature ; but he might have been a happy and by no meaiia 
a uselessi^nay, who knows at bottom whether not a still 
usefulcr Walter 1 However, that was not his fortune. The 
Genius of rntlier a singular age, — an age at once destitute of 
faith and tcrrilied at scepticism, with little knowledge of its 
whereabout, with many sorroiva to hear or front, and on the 
whole with a life to lead in these new circumstait'"*, — had said 
to himaelf : What man shall be the temfiorary comforter, or 
were it but the spiritual comfit-maker, of this my poor singular 
nge. to solace its dead tedium and manifold sorrows a little? 
So had the Genius said, looking over all the world : What man 1 
and found him walking the dusty Outer Parliament-house of 
Kdinbui^gh, with his advocate-gown on hia back ; and exclaimed : 
That is he I 

The Mimtrdtij of the Srottith BordiT proved to be a well 
flora which flowed one of the broadest rivers. Metrical Romances 
(ithioh in duo time pass into Proso Romances); the old life 
of men rMuacitaiod for lu: it is a mighty word! Not as 
dead tradition, but as a palj>able presence the past stood 
beftre na. Thtre thoy were, the rugged old fighting men ; in 
ihett douk'lity aiinplicity and strength, with tlieir heartiness, 
their licalthinoss, thdi stout self-help, in their iron basnets. 



leather jerkins. Jack-boots, in their quaintneas of 
costume; there as they looked and lived it was like 

discovered continent in Literature ; for the new century, a hrigl 

El Dorado, — or else some fat beatific land of Cockaigne, aud 
Paradi^ of Donothings, To the opening nineteenth cenlarTf 
in its languor aud paralysis, nothing could Lave been wclcomer. 
Most unexpected, most refrashing and exhilarating; behold oup 
new El Dorado ; our fat beatific Lubberland, where one can enjoy 
and do nothing I It was tho time for suoh a new Literature ; 
d thia Walter Scott was the man for it. The Lays, tha 
Mitnnuijts, the Liidga and Lards of Lake and Isles, followed in 
quick suocession, with ever-widening profit and praise. How 
many thousands of guineas were paid-down for each now Lay ; 
how many thousands of copies {fifty and more sometimes) were 
printed off, then and subsequently ; what complimenting, review- 
ing, renown, and apotlieosia there was ; all is recorded in tLdsaj 
Seven Volumes, wluch will be valuable in literary statistics. Il 
is a history, brilliant, remarkable; the outlines of which 
known to all. TJie reader shall recall it, or conceive it So^ 
blaze in his fancy is likely to mount higher than the reality did. ' 
At this middle period of hia life, therefore, Scott, cnricheii,' 
with copyrights, with new official incomes and promotions, rich 
in money, rich in repute, presents himself as a man in the full 
career of Buccaga. Health, wealth, and wit to guide ihcni' (as 
his vernacular Proverb says), all these three are his. The field 
is open for him, and victory there ; his own faculty, bis own self, 
unshackled, victoriously unfolds itself, — tho highest blessedness 
that can befall a man. Wide circle of friends, jiersoual lovin-* 
admirers; warmth of domestic joys, vouchsafed to all that can truo- 
hcartedly nestle down among them ; light of radiance and renown 
given only to a few: who would not call Scott happy f But the 
happiest circumstance of all is, as we said above, that Sc^tt hatl 
in himself a right healthy soul, rendering him little dependent on 
outward circumstances. Things showed themselves to him not; 
in distortion or borrowed li^^bt or gloom, but as they were. En- 
deavour lay in bim and endurance, in duo measure; and cleat 
vision of what was to be endeavoureii after. Were one to preach 
a Sermon on Health, as really were worth doing, Scott ought to 
be the test. Theories are demonstrably true in the way of logic ; 
and then in tho way of practice they prove true or else not 
true: but here is the grand experiment, Do they tui'n-out well I 
What boots it that a man's cived is the wisest, that his eystem of 
iples is the fuperfineat, if, when set to work, the life of him 
does nothing bat jar, and fret itself into !u)les 1 They are untrue 
that, were it ia nothing else, these principles of his; openly 
convicted of untruth ;— fit only, shall we say, to be rejected as 
counterfeits, and flung to tha dogs) We say not thai; but wo 
do say, that ill-bealth, of body or of mind, ia defeat, is battle (in 
a good or in a had cause) with had success ; that health alone id 
victory. Let all men, if thoy can manage it, contrive to be 
healthy ! He who in what cause soever sinks into pain and 
disease, let him take thought of it; let him know well tbnt it is 
not good Ae has arrived at yet, but surely evi!,^may, or may not 
he, on the way towards good. 

Scott's healthiness showed itself decisively in nil things, and 
(here more decisively than in this: the way in which he 
took bis fame ; the estimate he from the fii^t torioed of fani«. 
Money will buy money's worth ; but the thing men call fam«, 
what ia iti A gaudy emblazonry, not good for much, — except, 
indeed, as it loo may turn to money. To Scott it was a profits 
able pleasing auperfluily, no necessary of lifa Not necossarj, 
ivcr 1 Seemingly without much effort, but taught by 
Nature, and tho instinct which instructs the Bound heart wfaaV 
is good for it and what is not, he felt tbat he could always dtf 
without this same emblazonry of reputation ; that he ought to 
put no trust in it; but bo ready at any time to see it pass away 
from him, and to hold on his way as before. It is incalculable^ 
conjecture, what evil he escaped in this manner; what 
pcrveisions, irritations, mean agonies without a name, ha Itred 
wholly apart from, knew nothing of. Happily before fame 
arrived, he had reached ihe mature age at which all this was 
easier to him. What a strange Nemesis lurks in tho felioitiea of 
men ! In thy moulh it shall be sweet as honey, in thy belly it 
•hall be bitter as galll Some weakly-organised individual, we 
wilt say at the age of five-and-twenty, whoso maiu or whole 
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talent rests on Bome prurient, suaceptivity, and eothing under it 
but shallowness and vacuum, is clutched hold of by the general 
imagination, ia whirled aloft to tho giddy height ; and taught to 
belieVQ the diviue-seeming message that he ia a. groat man : such 
individual seems the luckiest of men: and, alas, is he not the 
iinluckiestt Swallow not the Circe-draught, O weakly-organ iaed 
individual ; it b fell poison ; it will dry up the fountains of thy 
whole existence, and all will grow withered and parched ; thou 
shalt be wretched under the sun ! 

Is there, for example, a sadder hook than that L'ifi of Byi 
by Moore 1 To omit mere prurient susceptlvities iltat test 
vacuum, look at poor Byron, who really had much Bubstance 
him. Sitting Ihero in hia self-exile, with a proud heart striving 
to persuade itself that it despises the entire created Universe ; 
and far oiT, in foggy Babylon, let any pitifuleat whipster draw 
pen on him, your proud Byron writhes in torture, — as if the 
pitiful whipster were a magician, or hia pen a galvanic wi 
struck into the Byron's spinal marrow I Lamentable, despicable,- 
one had rather be a kitten and cry mew J son of Adam, great 
or little, according as thou are lovable, those thou livest with 
will love thea Those thou liveat not with, ia it of moment that 
they have tlie alphabetic letters of thy name engraved on their 
memory, with some signpost likeness of thee (as like aa I to 
Uercules) appended to them 1 It is not of moment ; in sober 
truth, not of any moment at all ! And yet, behold, tbere i 
soul now whom thou canst love freely, — from one soul only art 
thou always sure of reverence enough; in presence of no aoul is 
it rightly well with thee ! How is thy world become desert . 
and thou, for the sake of a little babblement of tongues, art poor, 
bankrupt, insolvent, not in pmae, but in heart and mind ! 'Thi 
Golden Calf of self-love,' says Joan Paul, 'has grown into a 
Imrning Phalaris' Bull, to consume its owner and worshipper.' 
Ambition, the desire of shining and outshining, was the begin- 
ning of Sin in this world. The man of letters who founds upon 
his fame, does he not thereby alone declare himself a follower of 
Lucifer (named Satan, the Enemy), and member of the Satanic 
school?-^ — 

It was in this poetic period that Scott formed hia conneaion 
with the Ballnntynos ; and embarked, though under cover, largely 
in trade. To those who regard him in the heroic light, and will 
have Vala to aignify Prophet as well as Poet, this portion of his 
biograpliy seems somewhat incongruous. Viewed as it stood 
the reality, as he was and as it was, the enterprise, since 
proved so unfortunate, may be called lamentable, but cannot be 
called unnatural. The practical Scott, looking towards practical 
issues in all things, could not but find hard cash one of the most 
practical. If by any means cash could be honestly produced, 
were it by writing poema, were it by printing them, why noti 
Great things might be dona ultimately ; great difficulties were at 
oncQ got rid of,— manifold higglings of booksellers, and contra- 
dictions of sinners hereby fell away. A printing and bookaplling 
upooulation was not ao alien for a maker of books. Voltaire, who 
indeed got no copyrights, made much money by the war-com- 
missariat, in his time ; we believe, by the victualling branch of 
it. St. George himself, they say, waa a dealer in bacon in 
Cappadooia. A thrifty man will help himself towards his object 
by such steps as lead to it. Station in society, aolid power 
over the good things of this world, waa Scott's avowed object; 
towards which the precept of precepts ia.that of lago, Put iivmcy 
in ihij puTsc. 

Here, indeed, it is to be remarked, that perhaps no literary 
man of any generation has teas value than Scott for the imma- 
terial part of his mission in any sense : not only for the fantasy 
called fame, with the fantastic miseries attendant thereon ; but 
also for the spiritual purport of his work, whether it tended 
hitherward or thitherward, or had any tendency whatever ; and 
indeed for all purports and resulte of his working, except such, 
we may say, as offered themselves to the eye, and could, in one 
sense or the other, be handled, looked at and buttoned into the 
breeches-pocket. Somewhat too little of a fantast, this Vate^i of 
ours I But so it was : in this nineteenth century, our highest 
uternry man, who immeasurably beyond all others commanded 
the world's ear, had, as it were, no message whatever to deliver 
> the world ; wislied not the world to elevate itself, to amend 



itself, to do this or to do that, except simply pay him for the 
books he kept writing. Very remarkable ; fittest, perhaps, for an 
age fallen languid, destitute of faith and terrified at aeepticismi 
Or, perhaps, for quite another sort of age, an age all in peaceable 
triumphant motioni Be this as it may, surely since Sbakeapeare'e 
time there has been no great speaker so unconscious of an aim 
in speaking aa Walter Scott. Equally unconscious these two 
utterances ; equally the siuccra complete products of the minds 
they came from : and now if they were equally deep f Or, if the 
one waa living fire, and the other was futile phosphorescence and 
mere resinous hrcwork ) It will depend on the relative worth of 
the minds ; for both were equally spontaneous, both equally 
expressed themsclvos unencumbered by an ulterior aim. Beyond 
drawing audiences to the Globe Theatre, Shakespeare contem- 
plated no result in those plays of his. Yet they have had 
results I Utter with free heart what thy own dumott gives tbee : 
if (ire from heaven, it shall be well ; if resinous firework, it shall 
be— as well as it could be, or better than otherwise ! 

The candid judge will, in general, require that a speaker. In so 
eiitremcly serioos a Universe as this of ours, have something to 
epeok about. In the heart of the speaker there ought to be some 
kind of gospel- tidings, burning till it be uttered ; otherwise it 
were better for him that he altogether held his peace. A gospel 
somewhat more decisive than this of Scott's, — except to an age 
altogether lauguid, without cither scepticism or faith ! These 
things the candid judge will demand of literary men ; yet withal 
will recognise the great worth there ia in Scutt'a houcGty if. in 
notliing mure, in hia being the thing he waa with such entire good 
faith. Here is a something, not a nothing. If no skyborc 
messenger, heaven looking through his eyes ; then neither is it a 
chimera with his systems, crotchets, cants, f anaticiama, and 'last 
inhrmityof noble minds,' — full of misery, unrest and ill-will; but 
a substantial, jwaceable, terrestrial man. Far as the Earth is 
under the Heaven does Scott stand below the farmer sort of 
character; but high as the cheerful flowery Earth is above waste 
Tartarus does he stand above the latter. Let him live in his own 
fashion, and do honour to him in that. 

It were late in the day to write criticisms on those Metrical 
Romances : at the same time, we may remark, the great popularity 
they had seems natural enougk In the first place, there was the 
indisputable impress of worth, of genuine human force, in them. 
This, which lies in some degree, or is thought to lie, at the bottom 
of all popularity, did to an unusual degree disclose itself in these 
rhymed romances of Scott's. Pictures were actually painted and 
preaenteil ; human emotions conceived and sympathised with. 
Considering what wretched Della-Cruscau and other vaniping-up 
of old worn-out tatters wua the staple article then, it may bc 
grauted that Scott's excellence was superior and supreme. When 
a Hayley was the main singer, a Scott might well be hailed with 
worm welcome. Consider whether the Loses of the Plants, and 
even the Loves of Ike "I'riunghi, could be worth the loves and 
hates of men and women I bcott was as preferable to what he 
displaced, as the substauce is to wearisomely repeated shadow of 
a substance. 

But, in the second place, we may say that the kind of worth 
which Scott manifested was titled especially for the then temper 
of men. AVe have called it an age fallen into spiritual languor, 
destitute of belief, yet terriKed at Scepticism; reduced to live a 
stinted half-life, under strange new circumstances. Kow vigorous 
whole-life, this was what of all things these delineations offered. 
Tlie reader was carried back to rough strong times, wherein those 
maladies of ours had not yet arisoa. Brawny fighters, all cased in 
buff and iron, their hearla too sheathed in oak and triple brass, 
caprioled their huge wa^horse3, shook their death-doing spears; 
and went forth in ths most determined manner, nothing doubting. 
The reader sighed, yet not without a refiex solacameut : ' O, that 
I too had lived in those times, had never known these logic- 
cobwebs, this doubt, thia sickliness; and been and felt myself 
alivo among men alive!' Add lastly, that iu thia new-found 
poetic world there was no call for effort on the reader's part ; 
what cxcelleucQ they had, cxliibited itself at a glance. It was for 
the reader, not the El Dorado only, but a beatific land of Cuckaigne 
and Paradise nf Douothings 1 The reader, what tliu vast majority 
of readt^rs so long to do, was allowed to lie down at his ea$e, and 

linistered to. What the Tmkish bathkeeyGc is. sm,A.V. ^i^«^-<>. 
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,tb hi' fririi'iiu, aiM duunpooin^i, atiil fomenting*, more or )mw 
cffeeioillr, that tbii mtisnt in total idleniM may h»ve the deli^iU 
of •etiriiy.^wrw h«K to » coiuulerable extent realued. Tlio 
bDgiii<I iniAginxtiTii f«Il bttck into it* rest ; an artiiit was there 
who eonU aapply it with high-painted scenes, with eequencea of 
tlurian action, and whijitwr to it ; Ue at ease, and lyl thy tepid 
■Umcut he comfortable to thee. ' The rude man,' eay* a critic, 
' requtm only to tee lomething Koing on- The roan of more re- 
SoemQnt muat be made to feel, 'fhe man of eoDip!i.'te relinerocnt 
Blunt Fie Riadti to reflect.' 

Wn nanie.1 the MintlreUy of tht SeoUith Border the fonntain 
fnnn which lloirfrd thi« great river of Metrical Roraancee; but 
according to «umo tb«y can bo traced to a still higher, ohacnrer 
■pring — to Gouthe'it G<'itz vim JJerlidiiityen feith the Iron Hand ; 
of which, as wn liavc aeen, Scott in hia earlier days executed s 
trannlattfin. lJat«i a good many yeara ago, the following words 
in a criticism on Ooetho are found written ; which probably are 
still new to moil readers of this Keview : 

'Tha wnrka Jiul montioiiad, Qitt and iTrrtr, thoDKh noble ipeoimeni 
of joolbful istont, >re (till not «o uiDcli dintiiiKBiihed hy iboir ialriuaic 
maril* a* hj iheir ipliindid fortoDi'. It wuiild bo ilifllcult lo naoiH two 
books whiab have nerciied ■ dsepcr iDflncnce on the anbieqaeaC Iiiera. 
lufa nf Kuropa ttiaa Chmu two performances of a joanf^ aathor; bis 
fint-tnillii, tha prndiiv* of hi* tweatf-fuDrth jesr. ICerlrr appeared fo 
•eiu the liaarl* uf mon ta all qaiirten of (h« world, and to atler for them 
tha word wbiab tboy had lon^ bosn wnitiog to hear. Ai □■uall; bappeni 
too, Ibis saiDD word, onco uttered, wa« noon nbuadantly rtpHtled; apokea 
in all dialacu, and cbiuited thrmiKh all miloi of the graioat, till tlie 
■nand o( it bad grown a wearinosa rather than a pleasure. Sceplical 
•ontiinanlalltj, Tiow-haaliiig, lore, friendship, suicide, and dotperatioa 
became a staple of lllonirjr ware ; and ihoiigh the epidemic, after a long 
ouune of years, aubiideil la Oerniany, it reappeared with Tarions modi- 
fications in otbnr cunntries, and ororywbere alinnditDt traces of its good 
and bad affects ara itill to bo diioerned. The fortane of Seriichin^tn 
niilh tkt Iron I/dm/, ihougb lass sudden, was b; no means less exalted. 
Ill bis own eounlry, Oilt, though ha ooir stand* aolitaty and childless, 
beoama the parent of an innamorablo progeny ot ohiralry plajs, feudal 
da lineal ions, and pootitio-aiiLiqiiarian pocformaaccs ; which, tbougb loag 
ago dooCBsod, mada noise encngb In their day and genoration : and with 
naraslraa his influsnoe bas been perhaps still more remarkable. Bir 
Walter 8o<itt*s Urst literary ontarpriiie was a traaalation of Outi van 
Berliehingta ; and, if gaalai could bo ooaimutiicsted like instraction, we 
liilKht call this work of Ooolbo's tho prime oaniie of ilarmian and the 
Lady of (As Lakt, with all that hai followed from the same creative hand. 
Truly, a i^raEn of seed that has lljihled In the ri|{bt soil I For it Dot 
llrnier and fairer, it hu gmirn lo be taller and broitder than any other 
tree I and all tbo nations of the cuclb nro still yearly gathering of its 
fnilt." 

flow far Oiilt von Derllehingmi actaally affected Scott's literary 
dostinalion, and whether without it tho rhymed romances, and 
then the pruHu romances of the Author of Wuverleij, would not 
huvu followed ns they did, must remain a very obscure question; 
obscure, and not important. Of the fact, however, there ia no 
doubt, that tboao two tendencies, which may be nanipd Golzism 
and Werleriain, of tho former of which Scott was ropro.'jentative 
with II*, iiavH made, and are still in Bome quarters making the 
tour of all Europe. In Qormany too there was this affectionate 
half-rcgrutful loo king-back into the Pust ; Germany had its buff- 
biittod wntch-tower rporiod in literature, and had even got done 
with it before Scott began. Then as lo Wirteruim, had not we 
Rogliah onr Ilyron and hia gonusi No form of Werteriam in any 
other country had half the potency ; ae our Scott carried Chivalry 
Lltnmluru to the ends of the world, bo did our Jjyron Wertcrism. 
Kranou, busy with its Revolution and Napoleon, had little leisure 
nt tba moment for Ujitxism ot Wcrtorism ; but it has had tbt 
both sinoe, in a sha{ie of it* own : witnitss the whole ' Litcratt 
of I>espentiun ' in our own days ; the beggarliost form of Werteri) 
yet tmn, pmbably its expiring linal form: witness also, at tho 
other nxtreniity of the soalc. a noble-gifted Chateaubriand, Gijta 
■»d Wcrtor tiotli in oiia.— Curious: how all Europe is but like o 
aut of pariiliFs of the same country ; participant of the selfsame 
influKiicf-N, even lines the Cruwdos, and earlier; — and these 
glorious wan of oan an but like parish- brawls, which begin in 
mutual ignorance, intoxication, and boastful speech ; whioli end in 
broken windows, damage, waste, and bloody noses ; and which 
one hopes the general good wmsu is now iu the way towards 
putting down, in somo mcosuru ! 
, Iliil lunving this to be aa it can, what it concerned us here to 
ramark, waa that British Wcrtcrism, in tlto sltn)>o of those Dyron 



Foenu, to potent, and poignant, produced on the languid appetJI 
of men a mighty effect. This too was a ' class of feelin^-s deeply im'J 
portant to modem minds ; feelings which arise f rom jmssior intapalile 
ofli^ng converted into action, which belong to an age as indolent, 
cultivated, and unbelieving aa our own !' The 'langnid age without. 
either faith or scepticism' turned towards Byroni^m with an interest 
altogether peculiar : here, if no cure for its miserable patalysis and 
languor, was at least an indignant Etatement of the misery ; aa 
indignant Emiilpbus' curse read over it, — which all men felt to be 
something. Half-regretful lookings into the Fast gave place, in 
many quarters, to Ernolpbas' cursings of the Fresent. Scott was 
among the first to perceive that the day of Metrical Chivalry 
Romances was declining. He had held the sovereignty for some 
half-score of years, a comparatively long lease of it ; and now the 
time seemed come for dethronement, for abdication : an unpleasant 
business ; which however he held himself ready, as a brave man 
will, to transact with composure and in silence. After all. Poetry 
was not his staff of life ; Poetry had already yielded him much 
money ; ihin st least it would not take back from him. Busy 
always with editing, with compiling, vrilb multiplex. olBciul com- 
mercial business, and solid interests, he beheld the coming change 
with nnmoved eye. 

Resignation he was prepared to exhibit in this matter ; — and 
r heboid there proved to be no need of resignation. Let the 
Metrical Romance become a Prose one ; shake off its rhyme-fetters, 
and try a wider sweep ! In the spring of 1814 appeared WanerUy ; 
an event memorable in the annals of British Literature ; in tho 
annals of ISritish BookaeLing thrice and four times memorablo. 
Byron sang, but Scott narrated ; and when the song had sung 
itself out tiirough all variations onwards to the Don Juan one, 
Scott was still found narrating, and carrying the whole world 
along with him. All bygone popularity of chivalry-lays was 
swallowed up in a far greater. What ' series ' followed out of 
Waverleij, and how and with what result, is known to all men ; 
was witnessed and watched with a kind of rapt astonishment by 
al!. Hardly ony literary reputation ever rose so high in our 
Island ; no reputation at all ever spread so wide, Walter Scott 
became Sir Walter Scott, Baronet, of Abbotsford; on whom 
Fortune seemed to pour her whole cornucopia of wealth, honour, 
and worldly good ; the favourite of Princes and of Poasants, and 
oil intermediate men. His ' Waverley series,' swiftr-f olio wing one 
on the other, apparently without end, was the universal reading ; 
looked for like an annual han-est, by all ranks, in all European 
countries, 

A curious circumstance superadded itself, that the author 
though knovm was unknown. From the first most people sus- 
pected, and soon after the first, few intelligent persons much 
doubted, that the Author of WaEerley was Walter Scott Yet a 
certain mystery was still kept up ; rather piquant to the public; 
doubtless very pleasant to the author, who saw it ail ; who probably 
had not to listen, as other hapless individuals often had, to this 
or the other long-drawn 'clear-proof at last,' that the author was 
not Walter Scott, but a certain astonishing Mr. So-and-so ; — on« 
of the standing miseries of human life in that time. But for the 
privileged Author it was like a king travelling incognito. All 
men know that he is a high king, chivalrous Gustaf or Kaiser 
Joseph ; but he mingles in their meetings without cumber ol 
etiquette or lonesome ceremony, as Chevalier du Nord, or Count 
of Lorraine: ho has none ot tbe weariness of royalty, and yet all 
the praise, and the satisfaction of hearing it with his own ears. Is 
a word, the Waverley Novels circulated and reigned triumphant'' 
to the general imagination the 'Author of Wavrrley' was 
some living mythological personage, and ranked among the 
wonders of the world, 



How a man lived and demeaned himself in such unwontml 
circumstances, is worth seeing. We would gladly quote fcoa, 
Scott's correspondence of this period; but that does not moi "" 
illustrate the matter. His letters, as above stated, ore nei 
without interest, yet also seldom or never very interesting. Th(_ 
aro full of cheerfulness, of wit, and ingenuity ; but they do aot' 
treat of aught intimate ; without impeaching their sincerity — what 
is called sincerity — one may eay they do not, in any ease whatever, 
proceed from the innermost psrts of tho mind. Conventiooal 
forms, duo consideration of your own and your correspondent's 
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pretensiona and vanities, are at no moment left out of view. The 
epistolary stream runs on, lucid, free, glad-IiowiDg ; but always, 
as it were, parallel to the real substance of the matter, never 
coiacident with it. One feels it hollowish under foot. Letters 
they are of a most humane man of the world, even exemplary in 
that Jcind ; but with the man of the world always viaiblo in them ; 
— as indeed it was little in Scott's way to speak, perhaps even 
with himself, in any other fashion. We select rather some glimpses 
of him from Mr. Lockhart'a record. The first is of dining with 
Royalty or Prince-Regentship itself ; an almost official matter ; 

' On heirin^ rrom Mr. Cruker (ibeo Secretary to the Admiraltj) ttiat 
Soott TCos to be in town by the midijle of March (I'^lo). tbe Friaca nid : 
" Let me knoiT irheo hsoameg, antl I'll get up a snag little dinner that will 
suit him;" and, afler be hod been preaented and graciuUBl; reoeirod at 
the lei-ie, he was invited to dinner Bceardiogl]', tbrougb hia eioellent 
friend Mr, Adam (now Lard Chief CommiaaioDor of the Jury Court in 
Scotland), wbo at tbat time held a oonltdential office in the royal hoaao- 
hold. Tbe Begieot had consoUed with Ur. Adam, aim, as to tbe compoHJ- 
tion of the party. " Let aa have," said he, "imt n few frionda of his 
own, and the more Bcotoh the betler ; " and both the CoramiuioDer and 
Mr. Craker aasare ma tbat the party was the roost iutereating and agree- 
able one in their reeolleotion. It compriacd, I bolieve, the Duko of Ifork 
— the Dote of Gordon (than Mnrq^ieaa of Hently)— tbe Marque >a of Hert- 
ford (then Lord Yarmoutb)~the Earl of Fife— and Scott's early ftieod, 
Lord Melville. " The Prinoe and Scott," says Mr. Crokoc, " were the two 
must brilliant story -to Hera, in their oeverat ways, tbatl ever happened to 
meet; they were both aware of their /i>rf«, and both eierted tbemselrea 
that evening with doligbtfal eSect. On goiog home, 1 really could not 
ileoide which of them had shone tbe most. The Uegent was enohanted 
with Soott, aa Scott with him ; aod on all hii subaequeat visita to Loadon, 
liD wa« a frequent guest at the royal table." The Xiord Ohief Oommia- 
aioner remeoibers that the Pcinca waa partieularly delighted with the 
poet'a auEodoEen of tho old Scotch indgea and Iswyors, which his Boyal 
Highness aomotioics capped by ludicrous traits of certain ermine sagea of 
his own acqaaintnuco. Scott told, among others, a atory, which he was 
fondof telling, of hia old friend the Lord Juatioc-Clerk BraiReld i and the 
coromeolary of hia Royal Highnesa on hearing it amuaed Scutt, who often 
meotioued it afterwarda. The aneodote ia this : liraiGeld, whenever ho 
went on a particnlar ciroQJt, was in the habit of visiting a gontleoiaa of 
^ood fortune in tbe neigbboDrhood of one of the assize towna, and alaying 
at least one night, whioh, being both of tbero ardent oheaa-playera, they 
Diuall; concluded with their favourite gamp. Uue Spring circuit the 
battle was not decided at daybreak ; to tho Juatice-Clerk aaid : " Weel, 
Donald, I muat e'en come back tbia gate, and lot the game lie ower for 
the proaeot : " and bock he came in Uclober, but nut to bis old trtend'i 
hoapi table house! fur that gentle niaa bad in the interim been apprehended 
on a capital ciiarge (of forgery), and bis name stood on the Porieovi Roll, 
or list of those who were about to be tried onder hia former gaost'a 
auspices. The laird waa indicted and tried aocordiogly, aud the jury 
returned a verdict of gMilty. BraiQuld forthwith put on hia cocked liat 
(which answers to the blaek cap in Kngland), and pronounced the aeoteoce 
of tbe law in tho nsnal terma— "To be baeged by the neok uotil you be 
dead -, and may tbe Lord bare mercy upon your unhappy soul 1 " Having 
(luDcluded thia awful formula in bis most soooroua oadence, Braiheld, 
dismenntiug his formidable beaver, gave a familiar iiod to his unfortunate 
acquaintauoe, and aaid to him in a sort of chncklin); whiaper : "Aud uow, 
Uotiald my man, I think I've ohcckuiated you far aaoe." The Uegent 
laughed heartily at this speciman of Macqueen's brutal humour i and 
" I' faitb, Walter," said ho, " thia old big.wig seems to have taken thioga 
as coolly aa my tyiaanioal aelf. Doa't you remember Tom Moore's 
ilescriptioa of me at breakfaat — 

" The table spread with tea and toast, 
Death-warrants and the Homing Fatt .' " 

'Towards midnight, tho Prinoe called for "a bumper, with all the 
faonoun, to the Author of Waeirrlcj/ ; " and looked siguifioantiy, aa he 
was chargiDg big own gloaa, to Scutt. Scutt eeemed aumewuat puzzled 
for a moment, but instantly reeuvoriug hiuiaelf, and Gtling hia kUub to 
tho brim, aaid ; " Your Boyal Uighnesa louka as if you thought I had 
some claim to the boDDnra of this loaat. I have no such pretenaious', 
but shall lake gcod oare that tbe real tSimou Pure hears of tbe higli com. 
plimenC that baa now been paid him." He tben drank off bia clarut ; aod 
joined with a atenturian voice in the cheering, whioh the Prince hiuiaolf 
limed. But before the company conid resume their aeacs, his Uoyal 
Highness : " Another of the same, if yon please, to the Author of Jlamiian, 
^and now, Walter my man, 1 have cheokcuated you for ones." The 
aocond bumper waa followed by cbeers siill more prolonged : and Soutt 
thon rose, and returned tbanka in a short address, whinb atruok tbe Lord 
Chief Coiuuiiasioaer as " alike grave and graueful." This story has been 
circuluied in a very perverted ahape. • * • Before be left 
town be again dined at Carlton Koaao, when the party waa a atiil smaller 
one than before, and the merriment it possible still more free. That 
notiiiug might be wanting, the Prinoe song several capital aouga." 

Or take, at a very great interval ia many Benaes, thia glimpse 
of aiii)thur diriuur, altoyuthet unolBcially and much better duscnUHl. 



It ia Jamea BiiUantyne the printer and publisher's dinner, in 
St. Jolm Street, Cauongate, Edinburgh, on the birtU-eve of a 
Waverley Novel : 

' Tho feast was. to use one of James's owDtareurito epithets, gorjitoai-, 
an atdermanio display of turtle and venison, with tbe suitable accompani- 
mcuta of iced puucb, patent ale. and generous Madeira. Wtien the cloth 
was drawn, tho burly prteiea arose, with all heoould muster of the port of 
John Kemble, and spouted with a sonorous roJce tbe forinala of Uaobeth, 
"FUlfuIlt 
I drink to the general joy of the whole table ! " 

This was followed by " tho King, God bless him ! " and second came — 
" Gentlemen, there ia another loust which nerer has been nor ahall be 
omitted in this hoiiae of mine : 1 give yon the health of Mr. Walter boott, 
with three times three 1" All honour having been done to this health, 
aad Scott baviug briefly thaDlted the company, with some eiiireasious ut 
warm affection to their host, Mrs. Ballaotyne retired)— tbe buttles parsed 
round twice or thrice in tbe osual way ; and then James rose once more, 
every voio on hia brow distended ; his eyes solemnly fiiod on voOnnoy. to 
propoae, not as before in bis stentorian key, but with '■ 'bated breath," in 
the sort of whisper by which a stage-canspirator thrills tbe gallery, — 
" ainlleTmen, a bumper to the immortal Author o/ IfaiMrley.'" — Tho iijiroar 
of cheering, in which Scott made a f.i8hiou of joining, was succeeded by 
deep silence ; and then Baltantyno proceeded — 



to lament tbe obscurity in which his illustrious bat too modest oorre- 
ipondent still chose to conceal himself from tbe plauditsof the wurld ; to 
.hank the company tor tbe manner in which tbe nominis umbra had been 
receiTed; and to aasure them tbat tbe Author of Wai-erlay would, when 
ufuruied of the oircumstaoce, feel highly delighted — " the proudest hour 
jf bis life," etc. eto. The cool, domuie fun of Suott's features during aU 
,bia mummery was perfect ; and Erslcine's attempt at a gay nonclmlaiKt 
pvas still more ludicrously meritorious. Aldiboruutiphoscupb'oroiu, bow 
ivcr, bursting as lie was, knew too well to allow the new Novel to be made 
tho subject of disDuaaion. Its name was announced, and SQCCesa to iC 

ned another cup ; but after that, no more of Jedediah. To out the 
thread, be rolled out unbidden some one of bis many theatrical songa, iu 

le that would have done no dishonour to almost any oroliestra — Tlu 
ifaido/toJi, orpcrbnpa The Bay of Biaf ay,0! — or Tlta lateal Utile cherub 

(iCt tip alojl. Other toabts followed, interspersed with ditties from 
other performers! old George Thomaon, the friend of Bums, was ready, 
for one, with Ti.e ifoorlanil Wtddinj. or WiUU brew'd a peck o' tnauei— 
and so it wont on, until lioott and Krakine, with any cleriual or very staid 
personnge that bod chanoed to be admitted, saw lit to withdraw. Tben 
the aoene was ohauged. The ohiret and olives mode way fur broiled bones 
and a mighty bowl of punob ; and when a few glasses of tbe hot beverage 
had restored his powers, Jamea opened ore rolunda on the merits of the 
forthcoming Komaoce. " One chapter — one chapter only ! " was tbe ory. 
After " jVoy, fry'r Laity, nay!" and a few more coy ahifta, the proof .sheete 
were at length produced, and James, with many a prefatory hem, read 
aloud what he considered as the moat striking dialogue they contained. 

'The first 1 heard so read was tbe interview between Jeanie Oeans. 
the Duke of Argyle, and Queen Caroline, in Bichmond Park ; and, not- 
withalanding some apice of the pompons tricks to which ho was addicted. 
1 must say be did the inimituble scene great justice. At all events, the 
effect it producbd waa deep and memorable ; and no wonder that the 
einltiug typographer's oiMbuiupsr' more to Jedediah CUiihbotham preoeded 
bis parti Dg.eiave, wbioh was aniformly Tha Lait WoriU oj ifarmien, 
executed certainly with no contemptible rivalry of Braham." 

Over at Abbotaford things wear a sttll more prosperous aspect, 
Scott ia building there, by the pleasant banks of the Tweed ; he 
has bought and is buymg land there ; fast aa the new gold comes 
iu fur a aew Waverley Novel, or even faster, it changes itself into 
moory acres, into stone, and hewn or planted wood: 

'About tbe middle of February' (1820), saya Mr. Lockhart, ' it having 
been ere that time arranged that I should marry bis eldest daughter in 
the course of tbe spring, — 1 accompanied him and port of hia family on 
one of those flyiog visita to Abboisfurd, with which he often indulged 
himself on a Saturday daring term. Upon auch occaaioiis, Scott appeared 
at tho usual hour in court, bat wearing, instead of the official suit of 
black, his country morning-dress, green jacket and so forth, under the 
clerk's gown. — At noon, when the Cuurt broke ap. Peter Matliiooon won 
sore to be ia attendance in tbe Parliament Close i and, are minutes after, 
tbe gown bod been toaaed off ; and Scott, rubbing his bands tor glee, waa 
under weigh fur Tweedride. As we prooeeded,' etc. 

' Kelt morning there appeared at breakfast Jolia Ballantyne, who hod 
at this time a shooting or huntiag-box a few miles off, in the vale of the 
Leader, aod with him Mr. Couaiable, hia guest ; and it being a Sue clear 
day. MS soon as Scott bad read the church-service and oue of Jeremy 
'i'aylor'a aeriiiune, we all sallied oat before noon un a perambulation uf hia 
upland territories i Moida (the bound) and tbe redt of tbe favourites 
accoQipaiiyiug our uiurch. At starting we were j.iiued by the constant 
buuclim lU, Tom Piirdie, — and 1 may save myself the trouble ol siiy 
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MUM b*«« gRMB haaj^at i kmn Idt the god, 
A alighUjr 
«pte»«Ue Btt, p<M ft J of Seottk mw^ ■oold ban ovepk his 
pnwkM dotr of tbMB: Ul aa Ma K battle apfnMcb i»a% to 
dirtorb » imi ta fail watk, — aadtx pna td aagami af luiM (cdleA 
t) aad ktBg** ydlmr 1 tb« good t» Waher, lika m qmet 
BUii, did aitbm. Be let tfae smUw take iia eoois«: 
tnjojdd what «M a^joytUe id it ; coduKd what could not well 
b< Uped ; petMMed aauiwlnle in vritiag hia daily portim of 
mau>e»^opg, in prennring liia ooraporaie erf beait ; — in ■ wonl, 
■cvomBodated hinaeU to tUb lood-bttmng eiiTiroiuinrt, and mado 
it aam him, m he woold have done (peiliaps with taoie case) to 
a iUenl, poor, and aoUlcry «ii& Xo dovbc it affwted him too^ 
and in the lamentableat way fevered his iBtenial life, thoi^ he 
kept it well down ; bat it aStcted him Uat tbon it would have 
d<me almoat any other man. Fot hii gnaeta were not all of the 
bloebnttle tort ; far from that. Jlr. Lockbait shsU fomiafa us 
witii thi» brightest aspect a Britiab Fetney ever yielded, i>r is lik« 
to yield : an^ therewith we will quit Abbotafbnl and the doDunant 
and cnlmiuuit period of Scott's life i 

It wa* a clear, bright September iDomiDp', with a iharpnen in tba 
Lhat doubled Ibe aDiBiaticg ioQueDce ol ihe EunibiDc, and all was in 
readinena (or a grand couraing maicb oa Mea-ark Bill. Tbe onlj gneet 
who had chalkeil-ouC (>ther aport tor himself waa tbe itaochtst ol anglers. 
Ur. Hoao ; but be too was there on bis iKtUy, armed wiLb his salmaa-rod 
and laadiDg-Dot, and attended bj his QiDTCB, and Ctmrlio Furdie. a 
brgtbar ot 'fom, in thoao daji the moat caJebraled fiabormas of the 
diatrict. Thi( little gifop ot Waltoniani, bound for Lord BoraerFillD'a 
pretBTte, remaiDed lonogtog about, to nitciesi Ibe atart of tbe main 
cavalcade. Sir Waller, icouDted on Sibjl, waa morahalliag the order of 
prooeaaloD with a buge ban ting- whip ; and among a dozen [roliesoma 
yoatbl and rooidena, who aeemed diepoaed to taugb at all diicipUne, 
appeared, each on boraeback, each ae eager aa the juiingest sportaman in 
tfia troop, Sir Oninpbrj Davj, Dr. Wollajiton, and the puriareh of Scotlish 
boUua-leWrei, Uonr^ Mackeniie. Tho Mao of Feeiiog, bowever, wiw 
ponuadud with aonie difficulty to recigo his atei^d for tbe present to bia 
laithfnl negro follower, and to join Lady Scott in tbe sociable, until we 
abould rEoob tho groand of our baJ'iie. Laidlaw, on a girong-lailed wiry 
Qigbliuider. yclept Hoddin Orey, which carried bim nioibly and atouily, 
nltboiigli Ilia feet atmoat tocobcd tho ground na he lat, waa the adjutant. 
lint tho moit pictureaque Gguro waa the illuatrioua inveolor of the aafetj- 
lanip. Ho hod come for biu favouritu sport of angling, and had been 
praoliving it aucocnafully with iloee, his truvelling companion, for two or 
three daya preooiling thia; but be lind not prepared for coursing fiolds, 
or had loft Charlie Purdie'a troop tor Sir Walter 'a on a andden thongbt, 
and hie HabomiBn'B costume — a brown bat with Heiible brim, aurroanded 
with lino upon lino of calgiit, and innumerable fly-hooka — jock-boota 
worthy of a Doloh smuggler, and a fnatiau auriouC dabbled witb the 
blood of aalmon, made a bus ocuLraat with tho smart jackets, wbile-oord 
breeches, and wdll-poliahi-d jockey-boots ot the loss diciinguiabed cava- 
llcra about him. Ur. WoUaalon waa in black ; and with hia noble aarone 
dignity of cuiiutonanoo might baTS passed for a sportiug arofabidiop. 
Mr. Mnokoudio, at this time in the 70th year of bis age, wiih a white hat 
l.iirnfld up with green, green Bpeclaclea, greeu jacket, and long bn>wa 
Icatbom gaiters buttoned upon bis nether anatomy, wore a dog-whiatle 
round bia neck, and bad, all over, tbe air of oa rcsolote a devotee bs tbe 
gay cnplatn of Uuntly Burn. Tom l-urdio and his aubalteros bad pte- 
oodiid iiB by a few hours with all tbo greybonuds that cnnld be collected 
at Abbutsturd. Uarniok, and Melroaa i but tbe giant Uaidu bod remained 
aa bia uaBlor'a orderly, and now gambolled aboat Sibyl Groy, barking 
(or mere joy like a apaniol puppy. 

•Tho unler of march bod been all aettlod, and the sociable waa juat 
getting under way, when Chs Lady j4nna broko from tbe line, Boreamiag 
with laughter, and exclaimed : " Papa, papa, 1 knew yon could neTer tbhik 
o( going without your pet!" Scott looked louud, and 1 ratber think 
there was a bluab oa nell oa a stnile upon hia face, vrhun be peroetved a 
little black pig (nrking about his pony, and eridontiy a *elf-eleat«d 
addition lo the pnrty of the day. Ho tried to look atom, and oi«oked 
his whip at the creuture, but waa in a moment obliged to joia to the 
general ohHiia. Four piggy soon found a atnip round bis neck, and waa 
dragged into Ibe backgroaud ; Scott, natobiii^ ibe retreat, repeated with 
DuMk pathos tbo flrat *oraa of aa old pastoral Bong— 
" What will I do gin my boggle die t 
My juy, my pride, my bo^giel 
Hj only beast, 1 had na tan 
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— the ohear* ware redoabled — and tbe squadrnn moved on. 

■This pig bad taken, nobody coald toll how, a muat aenlinest^ 
atlaolinieat xo SoMt, altd waa cooilontly nigii g iu prelensioai to bw 
admtded a TeRalar membei of bis tail along with the greyboHnda and 
larrion : bol, indaad, 1 remeinbor bim auffenng anoiher euminar aodar 
Iba Kan son ol p«MiCkoi(y on the part ot an ailMit ionaia baa. 1 !•««« 
tlte ^iplanatiOB tot pbilosopbrim i~ but taeh Kvn the tmtxt. I have too 
naob taipaot (oc Iba Talsarlj ealoKaiMod donkey, lo aama him ia Ifea 
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SIR WALTER SOOTi: 




anms oatcgoiy of peta nltb the pig and the hen ; but a year oi two ftf let 
Ibis licie. my vUe u»ed to drtra a coupla ot the*e animals in a littlu 
gOfden-cliair, and whenever licr fiitber appeared at tho door of our 
cottogD. we nere Bore to see Hsnnah Unre and Ladj Morgan (as Adub 
Scott bod nick ad If obriatOQed Ibem) trntting from their |iastiire, to lay 
their dobcs over the paling, and. as WoBbinptOD Irring saya of iho old 
vrhite-hnired hedger with the -Parisiun Boulf-boi, " to have a pleoaant 
ccack wi' the laird." * 

' There (at Cbii'fawood) my wifa and I sytrnt tbia snmmer and autumn 
of 1821 ; the Grst of isTenil BenSoDs wbicb nlll eier dwell on my memory 
oa tho happieut of my life. Vfe were near ouungh Alibutaford to partaJce 
HJ often an na liked of its britliaat and a»DBtantl7 varying society ; yet 
L'Ould do BO without being eipoaed lo tlie irorrj and exbaustion of Bpirit 
whiob the daily reocption of neW'ComerH entailed npon all tba faiuily, 
cxuept Sir Walter bimeelf. But, in truth, eveu he was not always proof 
agaiolt the annoyances conneotod with such a style of open bouaekeep- 
ing. Erea hia temper sank BnmetJmes under the solenia npplauaei ol 
learned dnlneas, the rapid mpturas of painted and periwigged dowagers, 
the horse-leeoh aridity with which underbred fareiguera urged theii 
qneationa, and the pompoos aimpem of condescending magnaloa. Whec 
sore beset at borne in this way, be would every now and then disorei 
that he hod soma very particnlar busineaa to attend to on on ontlyiag 
port of hia estate ; and, craving tbe indulffanco of liia guests over-nigbb, 
appear at the cabin in the glen before ita inhabitanla wore astir in tho 
inoruing. Tha clatter of Bibyl Orey'a hoofs, tho yelping of Muatard and 
Spice, and hia own joyoos shont of TiveilUi uudor our windows, were ' '' 
aignul that he had burst bis toils, and meant for that day lj> " inki 
ease in hia inn." On doaoending, he was to be found aeated with all 
dogs and ours about him, under a sprendiog ash that ovurahaduwed half 
tho baqk between the cottage and the brook, pointing tbe edge of hia 
vroodman'e-oxc, aud listeuing to Tom Furdio's lecture to uoMng the planta. 
tion that moat needed thinning. After breakfaHt he wonid take posaes- 
aion of a dressiag-room upstairs, and write a chapter of Tka Pirata\ and 
then, having mode-np and deipatubed hia packet for Ur. Baliantjue, 
away to join Purdia wherever tbe forrsters were at work — and suoie- 
timaa to labour among them as atrennouGly as John SnauHton — Until it 
was time eiUicr to rejoin his own party at Abbutsford, or the quiet circle 
of the cottage. When his guests were few and friendly, he often mode 
them come over and meet htm at Chiefawoud in a body towards eveniug ; 
and anrely he never appeared to mi>re amiable advantage thaJi when 
helping hia young people with their little arraiDgetneuts upon aucb ocoa- 
aions. Ue was ready with all sorts of devicea to supply the wanta of a 
narrow eatabliahnient ; ba nted to delight particularly in siuking the wine 
in a well under tba brae era he went ont, and baoting up the basket juet 
before dinner was annonnoed, — thia primitive device being, bo aaid, what 
he hod aloaya practisad whan a yonng hoiiaekeeper, and in bie opinion 



• Vol. T. pp. 7-10. 

On this subject let us ropurt an anecdote famished by a correspondent 
of our own, ivboae uccumcy we can depend on : ' I mjwjlf waa ocqiiiiinied 
with a little Blenheim cooker, one of the smallest, beaatifuleal and wiaeat 
of lap.doga or doga, which, though Sir Walter knew it not, waa very 
singular in ita behavtoar towards hitii. Shandy, to bight tbiB remarkable 
cooker, was extremely sby of strangers ; prometiading on Prinoe's Street, 
which in fine weather nsetl to be crowded in tboae days, be seemed to live 
in perpetual fear of being stolen ) if anyone but looked at him admiringly, 
be would draw book with ongry timidity, and orouch towards his own 
lady mistress. One day a tall, irregular, busy-looking man came halting 
by ; the little dog ran towards him, began fawning, frisking, linking at 
iiis feet ! it was Sir Walter 8o^tt! Had Shandy been the most extensive 
reader ot Beviewa, be Ooutd not have done better. Every time he saw 
Sir Walter afterwards, which was some three or four timca iti tho course 
of visiting Kdinbnrgh, ba repeated bia demon straliona. ran leaping, frisk- 
ing, linking the author of Waverley'i feet. The good Sir Walter endured 
it with goud-homonr ; looked dowti at the little wise face, at the silky 
Bhag-ooat of snow-white and chestnut. brown ; amiled, and avoided hittiug 
him as they went on,— till a new division of atrects or some other obstacle 
put an end to tho interview. In fact he was a strange little fellow, thia 
Ijhandy. He bna been known lo ait for hours looking out at the summer 
moon, with tho aaddeat, wialfulest cipression of countenance ; altogether 
like a Werlerean Poet. He would have been a poet, 1 doreaay, if he 
ciuld have found a jfuhUihar. But his moral tact waa tbe most amsiiog. 
Without teoson shown, without word spoken or act done, he look hia 
likinga and distibiuga; unalterable; really almost unerring. Hia chief 
aversion, I abotdd say, waa to the genus quaek, above all to the genus 
atrid-quack ; ibose, though never so clear-starched, bland -smiling, aud 
lionefioent, ba absolutaly would have no trade with. Their very sugar- ' 
cake was unavailing. He aaid with emphasis, as clearly aa barking could 1 
soy it: ■' Acrid-qnook,avaunt!" Would to Htaven many aprima-ministor, | 
.-lud high person in authurity, had puch an invaluable talent! On the I 
whole, there is more in this nnivorse than onr pbilosiipby has dreamt of. | 
A dog's iuatinot is a voice of Nature too; and farther, it has never 
babbled itself awny in idle jarKOn and hypothgaia, but always odhnred to I 
tha pmcticol, and grown in silence by continual communion with fact. 
We do the animals injuatica. 'I'hoir body resembles our body, Buff.m 
Bays; with its four liraba, with ila apinal morrow, maiD organs in tbe 
head and so forth : but have they not a kind of soul, equally the rude 
draught and imperfect imitation of ours? It is a strange, on a'moit 
solamu and paihotio thing to see an intelligence imprisoned in Ihat dumb 
rude form j alruggling lo express itself out of that j— even as we do out 
of our impriaonment ; and ancceed very imperfectly 1' 
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spirit, whenever the weather was eoffici^ntly genial, he voted Foe 
out ot doors altogol^her. which at once got rid of the iiiconvenii 
very small rooms, and made it natural and easy for tbe gentleman b 
help tho htdiea, so that the paacity of servants went for nothing,' ' 

Surely all this is very beautiful : like a picture of Boc 
tho ideal of a t^ountry life in our time. Why could it not last? 
Tncome was not wanting : Scott's official penaancnt i 
amply adequate to meet the expense of all that wan valuable in it) 
nay, of all that was not harassing, senseless and despicable. 
Scott had some £2000 ayear without writing books at all. Why 
should he manufacture and not create, to make more money; and 
rear mass on mass for a duelling to himself, till the pile toppled. 
Bank crasbing, and buried him in ita ruins, when be had a eafe 
pieoaant dwelling ready of its own accord? Alas, Scott, with all 
bis health, waa infected ; sick of tho fearfulest malady, tliat of 
Ambition ! To such length had tbe King's baronetcy, the world's 
favour and 'sixteen parties a-day,' brought it with him. 
tho inane racket must be kept up, and rise ever higher. So 
masons labour, ditchers delve; and there is endless, altogether 
deplorable correspondence about marble-slaba for tables, wainscot 
ing of rooms, curtains and the trimmings of curtains, orange- 
coloured or fawn-coloured : Walter Scott, one of the gifted of the 
wodil, irhom his ailmirers call the most gifted, must kill himself 
that be may be a country gentleman, the founder of a i 
Scottish lairds. 

It is one of the strangest, most tragical histories ever enacted 
under this sun. So poor a passion can load so strong a man into 
sucb mad extreme.'. Surely, were not man a fool always, one 
might say there was something eminently distracted in this, end a.s 
it would, of a Walter Scutt writing daily with the ardour of a steam- 
engitie, that he might make £16,000 a-year and buy upholstery 
with it. To cover tlie walla of a stone house in Selkirkshire with 
nicknacks, ancient armour, and genealogical shields, what can we 
name it but a being bit with a delirium of a kind? That tract 
after tract of moorland in tbe abire ot Selkirk eliotdd be joined 
together on parchment and by ring-fence, and named after one'.s 
name, — why it is a shabby small-type edition of your vulgar 
Napoleons, Alexanders, and conquering heroes, not counted 
venerable by any teacher of men ! — 

* The whole world waa not halt so wide 
To Aleiauder when he cried 
Because be had but one to Bnbdue. 
Aa was a narrow paltry tab to 
Diogenes; who ne'er waa aaid. 
For aught that ever I ooold rend, 
To whine, put finger i' the eye and sob. 
Becauee be bad ne'er another tub.' 

Not he ! And if, ' looked 
from Inlinitude,' Napoleu 
toliat, by any chance of possibility, cotdd Abbowford landed- 
property over have becouiet As tbe Arabs say, there b a 
black speck, were it no bigger than a bean's eye, m every sou! ; 
whiiih, once set it a-working, will overcloud tbe whole man 
into darkness and quasi-madness, and hurry him balefuUy into 
Night ! 

With respect to tbe literary character of these Waverley 
Novels, so extraordinary in their commercial character, there 
after so much reviewing, goi>d and bad, little that it 
proiitable at present to say. Tbe great fact about them ia, 
that they were foster written and better paid for than any other 
books iu tbe woild. It must be granted, moreover, that they 
have a worth far surpassing what is usual in sucb coses ; nay, that 
if Literature bad no task but that of harmlessly amusing indolent 
languid men, here was tho very perfection of Literature ; that a 
mau, bore more emphatically than ever elsewhere, might fling 
himself back, exclaiming : ' Be mine to lie on this sofa, and read 
eveilaaling Novels of Walter Scott I' Tbe composition, slight as 
it often is, usually hongs together in some measure, and i« a 
composition. There is a free flow of narrative, of incident and 
sentiment; an easy masterlike coherence throughout, aa if it were 
tbe free dash of a muster's hand, 'round aa the O of Uiolto.'+ It 

* Vol. V. pp. 123, 1^4. 

+ ' Vonne a Firenze,' (il corl igiano del Papa), ' e andoAn -i-i«.-ij>3MJ--wi 
in bottoga di Giotto, obo lavora-vs.,^ oVmsik. 'ia -^itR- 'i-- 5»«-e»> ■S!^' 
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is the perfection of extemporaneoas writing. Farthermore, surely 
IiB were a blind critic who did not recognise here a certain genial 
sunshiny freshness and picturesqueness ; painting botK of scenery 
and Ggurea, very graceful, brilliant, occasionally full of grace and 
glowing brightness blended in the softest composure; in fact, 
B deep sincere love of the beautiful in Nature and Man, and the 
readiest faculty of espressing this by imagination aud by word. 
No fresher paintings of Nature can be found than Scott's ; hardly 
anywhere a wider sympathy with man. From Davie Deans up to 
Richard Cccur-de-Lion ; from Meg Merrilies to Die Vernon and 
(^ueen Elizabeth ! It is the utterance of a man of open soul ; of 
a brave, large, free-seeing man, who has a true brotherhood with 
all men- In joyous picturesqueness and fellow- feehng, freedom of 
eye and heart ; or to say in a word, in general heallhinesa of mind, 
these Novels prove Scott to have been amongst the foremast writers. 

Neither in the higher and highest excellence, of drawing 
character, is he at any time altogether delicient; though at no 
time con wo call him, in the best sense, successful. His Baillie 
Jarvies, Dinmonts, Dalgettya (for their name is legion), do look 
and talk like what they give themselves out for; they are, if not 
er«'ited and made poetically alive, yet deceptively enacted as a 
good player might do them. What more is wanted, then 1 For 
the r^er lying on a sofa, nothing more ; yet for another sort of 
rcflder, much. It were a long chapter to unfold the difference in 
drawing a character between a Scott, and a Shakespoaie, a Goethe. 
Yet it b a difference literally immense ; they are of different 
species ; the value of the one is not to be counted in the coin of 
the other. We might say in a short word, which means a long 
matter, that youi Shakespeare fashions his charactors from the 
heart outwards ; your Scott fashions them from the skin inwards, 
never getting near the heart of them ! The one set become living 
men and women ; the other amount to little more than mechanical 
cases, deceptively painted antomatons. Compare Fenella with 
Goethe's Mignon, which, it was once said, Scott had ' done Goethe 
the honour' to borrow. He has borrowed what he could of 
Mignon. The small stature, the climbing talent, the tiickiness, 
the mechanical cane, as wo say, he has borrowed ; but the soul of 
Mignon is left behind. Fenella is an unfavourable specimen for 
Scott ; but it illustrates in the aggravated state, what is traceable 
in all the characters he drew. 

To the same purport indeed we arc to say that these famed 
hooks are altogether addressed to the every-day mind ; that for 
any other mind there is next to no nourishment in them. Opinions, 
emotions, principles, doubts, beliefs, beyond what the intelligent 
country gentleman con carry along with him, are not to be found. 
It is orderly, customary, it is prudent, decent ; nothing more. 
Ono would say, it lay not in Scott to give much more ; getting 
out of the ordinary range, and attempting the heroic, which is but 
seldom the case, be falls almost at once into the rose-pink senti- 
mental, — descries the Minerva Press from afar, and hastily quits 
that course ; for none better than he knew it to lead nowhitber. 
On the whole, contTasting Wanerlei/, which was carefully written, 
with most of its followers which were written extempore, one 
may regret the extempore method. Something very perfect in its 
kind might have come from Scott ; nor was it a low kind : nay, 
who knows how higlt, with studious self-concentration, he might 
have gone ; what wealtli Nature bad implanted in him, which his 
circumstances, most unkind while seeming to be kindest, had 
never imp>^llod him to unfold % 

Bat after all, in the loudest blaring and trumpeting of popu- 
larity, it ia ever to be hold in mind, as a truth remaining true 
forever, that Literature hojt other aims than that of barndeasly 
amusing in< I olont Unguidmen: orif Literature have them not^ then 
LitvratuTn is a very poor affair; and something else must have 
Uiem, ami must accomplish them, withtlianka or without thanks; 
tliu thiuikfu] or thunkless world were not long a world otherwise I 
Undft this bead thrrc is little to be sought or found in the 



nundarlo » ana 8>nijtL. Ginlto, o)id giubatiBnuio en. preao uu foglio, 
rd Id qiiello con da pFimello tintu di roaso. (erDiato il bniccio >1 fianiw 
iwr taroa codi|iauo, e girato ia mano free nu toodo li pnri ilj mbUi 
B di [iro&lii, ciin fn > radarlo uuit inaraviglia. CU> tulM ftliignBodo 
diuo aJ corllttiBio. Eccori il ilixif^iici. . . . Oude il fnpa, u molti 
cortl|{iiiiil luimidxHii ouniilibtiro parriA, qusntii Oioiio svatixBBie 
il' iKniltinu tutu k'i ■llH pilturi del lU'i icnipo. DiToIgatui poi qneitB 
L DB tMcqu« il provn-bio, ob« oncora i in im dirni a gli uomini di 
'mpaxa: fii trt j?ii ttm&a eh* V dl Qiott^.'—Vamai, Viu {Homa, 



Wftverley Novels. Not profitable for doctrine, for reproof, foi 
edification, for building up or elevating, in any shape ! 'Hie sick 
heart will find no healing here, the darkly-st niggling heart fto-' 
guidance: the Heroic that is in all men no divine awakening 
voice. We say, therefore, that they do not found themselves 
on deep interests, but on comparatively trivial ones ; not on the 
perennial, perhaps not even on the lasting. In fact, much of 
the interest of these Novels results from what may be called con- 
trasts of costume. The phraseology, fashion of arms, of dress and 
life, belonging to one age, is brought suddeidy with singular vivid- 
ness before the eyes of another. A groat effect this; yet by the 
very nature of it, an altogether temporary one. Consider, brethren, 
shall not we too one day be antiques, and grow to have as quaint 
a costume as the restl The stuffed Dandy, only give him time, 
will become one of the wonderfulest mummies In antiquarian 
museums, only two centuries hence, the Steeple-hat will hang on 
the next peg to Franks and Company's patent, antiquarians 
deciding which is uglier i and the Stuiz swallow-tail, one may ■ 
hope, will seem as incredible as any garment that ever mada J 
ridiculous the respectable back of man. Not by slashed breeches I 
steeple-hats, buff-belta, or antiquated speech, can romance-heroes 1 
continue to interest us; hut simply and solely, in the long-run, 
by being men. Buff-belts and all manner of jerkins and costumes 
are transitory ; man alone is perennial. He that has gone deeper 
into this than other men, will be remembered longer than they; 
he that has not, not. Tried under this category, Scott, with hia 
clear practical insight, joyous temper, and other sound faculties, is 
not to be accounted little, — among the ordinary circulMing-hbrary 
heroes he might well pass for a demi-god. Not little ; yet neither 
is he great ; there were greater, more than one ot two, in his own . J 
ago : among the great of all ages, ono sees no likelihood of a place I 
for him. ^ 

What, then, is the result of these Waverley Eomanoesl Ar« ' 
tbey to amuse ono generation only t One or more 1 As many 
generations as they can ; but not all generations : ah no, when 
our swallow-tail has become fantastic as ttunk-hoae, they will 
cease to amuse I— Meanwhile, as we can discern, their results have 
been several-fold. First of all, and certainly not least of all, have 
they not perhaps had this result ; that a considerable portion of 
mankind has hereby been sated with mere amusement, and set on 
seeking something better 1 Amusement in the way of reading 
can go no farther, can do nothing better, by the power of man ; 
and men ask : Is this what it con do 1 Scott, we reckon, carried 
several things to their ultimatum and crisis, so that change becaine 
inevitoblo ; a great service, though an indirect one. J 

Secondly, however, we may soy, these Historical Novels hava I 
taught all men this truth, which looks like a trubm, and yet wn»4 
OS good OS unknown to writers of history and others, till so ' 
taught : that the bygone ages of the world were actually filled 
by living men, not by protocols, state-papers, controversies, and 
abstractions of mea Not abstractions were they, not diagranu 
and theorems ; but men, in buff or other coats and breeches, with I 
colour in their cheeks, with passions in their stomach, and t' 
idioms, features and vitahtiea of very men. It is a little word 
this ; inclusive of groat meaning ! History will henceforth havarl 
to take thought of it. Her faint hearsays of 'pbUosophy teaching ■ 
by experience' wiL have to exchange themselves everywhere fo*^ 
direct inspection and embodimont ; this, and this only, will bq 
counted experience ; and till once experience have got in, philo- 
sophy will reconcile herself to wait at the door. It is a greati 
service, fertile in consequences, this that Scott has done ; a greotl 
truth laid open by bim ;— correspondent indeed lo the substantial J 
nature of the man ; to his solidity and veracity even of imnginatioi 
which, with all his lively discuraiveness, was the charaet«riatic a 

A word here as to the extempore style of writing, which I 
getting much celebrated in those days. Scott seems to have h 
a higli proficient in it. His rapidity was extreme ; and the mattepfl 
produced was e:ccellent, considering that the circumxtances uadoi 
which some of his Novels, when ho could not himself write, wen 
dictated, are justly considered wonderfuL It is a valuable facult^a 
this of ready-writing ; nay farther, for Scott's purpose it was clearly 1 
the only good mode. By much labour he could not have added 
one guiuea to lii.t uopyright; noT could the ri'uder on the ao&j 
have lam a whit more at esse. It was in all ways necessary thttt 
these works should be produced rapidly ; and, round or not, t ' 
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thrown oS like Giotto's 0. Sut indeed, in all things, writing ot 
other, whrch a man engages in, there is the indispensa blest beauty 
in knowing hofs to get done. A man frets himself to do purpose ; 
he haa nul the sleight of tho trade; he is not a craftsman, but an 
unfortunate borer and bungler, ij he knotv not when to have 
done. Perfection is unattainable : no carpenter ever made •& 
mathematically accurate right^ngle in the world; yet all car- 
penters know when it is right enough, and do not botch it, and 
lose their wages, by making it too right. Too much painstaking 
speaks UiBease in one's mind, as well as too little. The adroit 
BOund-minded man will endeavour to spend on each business 
approKimately what of pains it deserves ; and wilh a conscience 
void of remorse will dismiss it then. All this in favour of eaay- 
writingsball bo granted, and, if need were, enforced and inculcated. 

Anil yet, on the other hand, it shall not less but more 
strenuously be inculcated, that in the way of writing, no great 
thing was ever, or will ever bo done wilh ease, bat with diffi- 
culty ! Lot ready-writers with any faculty in them lay this to 
heart. Is it with ease, or not with ease, tha^ a man shall do hie 
Imat, in any shape ; above all, in this shape justly named of ' soul's 
travail,' working in the deep places of thought, embodying the 
True out of the Obscure and Possible, environed on all sides with 
the uncreated False! Not so, now or at any time. The experience 
of all men belies it ; the nature of things contradicts it, Virgil 
and Tacitus, were they ready-irriters 1 The whole Propheeieg of 
Isaiafi are not equal in extent to this cobweb of a Eeview Article. 
Shakespeare, we may fancy, wrote with rapidity ; but not till he 
had thought with intensity: long and sore bod this man thought, 
as the seeing eye may discern well, and had dwelt and wrestled 
amid dark pains and throes, — though bis great soul is silent about 
all that, it wfts for him to write rapidly at lit intervals, being 
ready to do it. And herein truly lies the secret of the matter : 
such swiftness of mere writing, after due energy of preparation, 
i^ doubtless the right method ; the hot furnace having long worked 
;md simmered, let the pure gold flow out at one gush. It waa 
Shakespeare's plan ; no easy-writer he, or he had never been a 
Shakespeare. Neither was Milton one of the mob of gentlemen 
that write with ease ; he did not attain Shakespeare's faculty, one 
perceives, ot even writing fast afler long preparation, but struggled 
while he wrote. Goethe also tells us he ' had nothing sent him 
in his sleep ; ' no page of his but he knew well how it came thcra 
It is reckoned to be the best prose, accordingly, that haa been 
written by any modem. Schiller, as an unfortunate and unhealthy 
man, 'hSnnle nie fertig Kerdcn, never could get done;' the noble 
genius of him struggled not wisely but too well, and wore his life 
itself heroically out Or did Petrarch write easily 1 Dante sees 
himself ' growing lean ' over his Divine Comedy ; in stern solitary 
death-wrestle with it, to prevail over it, and do it, if his uttermost 
faculty may ; hence, too, it is done and prevailed over, and the 
liery fife of it endures forevermore among men. 

JTo : creation, one would think, cannot be easy ; your Jove 
has severe pains, and fire-3ames, in the head out of which an 
armed Fallos is struggling I As for manufacture, that is a different 
matter, and may become easy or not easy, according as it is taken 
up. Yet of manufacture too, the general truth is that, given the 
manufacturer, it will be worthy in direct proportion to the pains 
bestowed upon it ; and worthless always, or nearly so, with no 
pains. Cease, therefore, ready-writer, to brag openly of thy 
rapidity and facility ; to thee (if thou he in tbe manufacturing 
line) it is a benefit, an increase of wages; but to me it is sheer 
loss, worsening of my pennyworth ; why wilt thou brag of it to 
mel Write easily, by steam if thou canst contrive it, and canst 
sell it ; but hide it hke virtue I ' Easy writing,' said Sheridan, 
'is sometimes A— — -d hard reading.' Sometimes; and always 
it is sure to bo rather useless reading, which indeed (to a creature 
of few years and much work) may bo reckoned the hardest of all. 

Scott's productive facility amqzed everybody; and set Captain 
Hall, for one, upon a very strange method of accounting for it 
without miracle ; — for which sea his Journal, above quoted from. 
The Captain, on counting line for line, found that he himself had 
written in that Journal of his almost as much as Seott, at odd 
hours in a given number of days ; ' and as for the invention,' says 
he, ' it is known that this costs Seott nothing, but comes to him 
of its own accord.' Convenient indeed 1 — But for us too Scolt's 
rapidity is grrat, is a proof and consequence of tho solid health of 
the man, bodilyand spiritual; great, butunmiraculous; not greater 



than that of many others besides Captain Ilall. Admire it, yet with 
measure. For observe always, there are two conditions in work ; 
let me fix the quality, and you shaUtix the quautityl Any man may 
get through work rapidly who easily satisties himself about it. Print 
tbe talk of any man, tbere will be a thick octavo volume daily ; make 
bis writing three times as good as his talk, there will be the third 
part of a volume daily, which still is good work. To write with 
never such rapidity in a passable manner, is indicative not of a 
man's genius, but of his habits ; it will prove his soundness of 
nervous system, his practicality of mind, and in line, that he has 
the knack of his trade. In the most Hattering view, rapidity 
will betoken health of mind : much also, perhaps most of all, 
will depend on health of body. Doubt it not, a faculty of easy- 
writing is attainable by man I The human genius, once fairly 
set in this direction, will carry it far. William Cobbett, one of 
the healthiest of men, was a greater improviaer oven than Walter 
Scott : hia writing, considered as to quality and quantity, ot 
Rural Eidos, Registers, Grammars, Sermons, Peter Porcupines, 
Histories of Reformation, over-freah denouncements of Potatoes 
and Paper-money, seems to us still more wonderful. Pierre 
Baylo wrote enormous folios, one sees not on what motive- 
principle ; he flowed-on forever, a mighty tide ot ditch-woter ; 
and even died flowing, with the pen in his hand. But indeed 
the most unaccountable ready-writer of all is, probably, the 
common Editor of a Daily Newspaper. Consider hia leading 
articles ; what they treat of, how passably they are done. Straw 
that has been thrashed a hundred times without wheat ; ephe- 
meral sound of a sound ; such portent of the hour as all men 
have seen a hundred times turn out inane : how a man, with 
merely human faculty, buckles himself nightly with new vigour 
and interest to this thrashed straw, nightly thrashes it anew, 
nightly gets-up new thunder about it ; and so goes on thrashing 
and thundering for a considerable series of years ; this is a fact 
remaining still to be accounted for, in human physiology. Tbe^ 
vitality of man is great. 

Or shall we say, Scott, among the many things he carried 
towards their ultimatum and crisis, carried this of ready-writing 
too, that BO all men might better see what was in it 1 It is a 
valuable consummation. Not without results ; — results, at some 
of which Scott aa a Tory politician would have greatly shuddered. 
For it once Printing have grown to be as Talk, then Demooracv 
(it we look into the roots of things) is not a bugbear and pro- 
bability, but a certainty, and event aa good as come I ' Inevitable 
seems it me.' But leaving this, sure enough the triumph of ready- 
writing appears to be even now ; everywhere the ready-writer is 
found bragging strangely of hia readiness. In a late translated 
Don Carlos, one of the most indifferent translations ever done 
with any sign of ability, a hitherto unknown iijdividttal is found 
assuring his reader : ' The reader will possibly think it an esciise, 
when X assure him that the whole piece was completed within 
the space of ten weeks, that is to say, between the sixth of 
January and the eighteenth of March of this year (inclusive of & 
fortnight's interruption from over-exertion); that I often trans- 
lated twenty pages a-day, and that the fifth act was the work of 
five days.'* hitherto unknown individual, what is it to me 
wliat time it was the work of, whether five days or five decades 
ot years ? The only question is ; How well hast thou done it 1 

So, however, it stands : the genius of Extempore irresistibly 
lording it, advancing on us like ocean-tides, like Noah's deluges — 
ot dit<;h-water i The prospect seems one of the lamentablest. 
To have all Literature swum away from us in watery Extempore, 
and a spiritual time of Noah supervene 1 That surely is an 
awful reflection ; worthy of dyspeptic Matthew Bramble in a 
London fog I Be of comfort, splenetic Matthew ; it is not 
Literature they are swimming away; it is only Book-publishing 
and Book-selling. Was there not a Literature be/<yre Printing or 
Faust ai Mentz, and yet men wrote extempore 1 Nay, before 
Writing or Cadmus of Thebes, and yet men spoke extemporel 
Literature is the Thought of thinking Souls; this, by the blessing 
of God, can in no generation be swum away, but r» 
to the end. 
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villi, vo* nut of a kind to terminate voluntarily, but to acce- 
lMat« )t«(ilf moro and more ; and one sees nut to whitt wise goa~ 
it couid, in uiy cuse, have lud him. Buoluelier CuasUbie' 
bankruptcy was not the ruin of Scutt; his ruin was, that 
ambition, siiil even false ambition, ha<l laid hold uf bita ; that, 
hia way of life iraa nut wise. Wbitbet cuuld it lead I Wh^ic 
eould it stop! New farms there remained ever to bo bought 
while new novels could pay for tbem. Mora and mure eucuess 
but gave moro and mora appetite, more and more audacity. The 
itiiproiiiptu writin}{ must have waxed ever thinner^ declined 
faster aud foster into the qneationable category, into the con* 
demnublu, into the geuerally condemned. Already there existed, 
in aecret, everywhere a considoriible opposition paity ; witnesses 
of the Waverley miraeivs, but unable to believe in them, forced 
silently to protest against them. Such opposition purty was 
the sure case to grow ; and oven, with the iuiprompta process 
ever going on, ever waxing iiiinner, to draw the wurld ovf 
it. Silent protos't mnat at length liavc come to wurJ^; harah 
truths, backed by haisher facl« of a world- popularity c 
wrought and worn-out, behoved to have been spoken ; — eneh as 
can bo spoken now without reluctance, whii'n they can puin the 
brave man's heart no more. Who knows! I'erhaps it 
better ordered to be all otkeninec. Otherwise, at any rate, it 
vosl One day the Constable tnountain, which seemed to stand 
strong like the other rock mountains, gave suddenly, as the ice- 
bergs do, a loud-sounding crack ; suddenly, with huge clangor, 
ahivered itself into ic&dust, &nd Bank, carrying much along 
with it. In one day Scott's high-heaped money-wages became 
fairy-money and nonentity, in one day the rich man and lord 
of land saw himself penniless, landless, a bankrupt among creditora. 
It was a hard trial. He met it proudly, bravely, — like a 
liravu proud man of the world. Perhaps there had been a 
prouder way still to have owned honestly that he tro* nnsuc- 
ceasful, then, all bankrupt, broken, in the world's goods and 
repute; and to have turned ehiewhithi-r for some refuge. Refuge 
<lid lie elsewhere , but it was not Scott's course, or fashion of 
mind, to seek it there. To say - Hitherto I have been all in the 
■wrong, and this my fame and pride, now broken, waa an empty 
delusion and epell of acuurBed witchcraft I It was difficult for 
fteah and blood ! He eaid : I will retrieve myself, and make my 

rit good yet, or die for it. Silently, like a proud strong man, 
girt himself to the Hercules' task, of removing rubbish- 
raountaina, since that waa it ; of paying large ransoms by what he 
could still write and sell. In his declining years too ; misfortune 
is doubly and trebly unfortuiiate that befalls us then. Scott fell 
to his Hercules' task like a very man, and went on with it 
nnwe&riedly, with a noble checrfulneas, while bis life-strings 
woM cracking, he grappled with it, atid wrestled with it, years 
tong, in death-grips, strength to strength ; — and tl proved the 
stronger; and his life and heart did crack and break: the cordage 
of a moat strong heart ' Over these last writii^'s of Scott, hia 
NajMilaouM, Dtnumoloijies, Scotch Hiniariet, and the rest, criticism, 
Andiog Btill much to wonder at, much to commend, will utter no 
word of blame ; ihia one word only Woe is me 1 the noble war- 
horM lliat oncu laughed at the ahaJcing of the spear, bow is he 
doomed to toil himself dead, dragging ignoble wheels ! Scott's 
dsMcnt was liko tlint of a spent projectile ; rapid, straight down ; 
— perhapt mercifully so. It is a tragedy, as all life is; one proof 
mnrn that Fortune stands on a restleas globe ; that Ambition, 
litArnry, warlike, politic, pecuniary, never yet profited any man. 

Our Inat Rxlnict ahaJl he from Volume Sixth : a very tragical 
"oo. Tragical, yet still beautiful; waste Ruin's havoc borrowing 
n kind of anarcdneaa from a yet sterner visitation, that of Dcatli ! 
■Scott biu withdrawn into a solitary lodging-house in KJinburgh, 
lo do daily Uip day's work theti^ ; and had to leave his wife at 
Abbotsfonl in the Invt singe of disease. Ho went nwny silently; 
looked eijuutly at the sleeping face ho scarcely hoped over to see 
again. Wu (jooltt from a Diary he bad bogun to koop in those 
months, on hint from Byron's Bavmma Journal : copious sec- 
tions of it ruulor thia Sixth Vulumo more interestlug than any of 
Ibe former unea : 
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bo at liome and aione. HoircTsr, I cao go out too. I will not yield to 
the barren seiiBo of hopeleiaoen which atrnggles to invade mo. 

' fiiiinburjJi,— Mr*. Btoum'a lodginse, HortK St. DtLvid Slrtet—ilay 12. 
—I pBHiied a pleasant day with kitid J, B., which wsa a greac relief from 
tho btnck dog, whioh woold Laro worried me at botne. Ha was quite aloDC 

' Wall, hero [ am io Ardea. Aad I may aaj with ToiichsUine ; " ffhort 
1,WB« At Lome I waa jn a better place; " I niuit, when there ia occasioD, 
draw [o my own Baillis Nicol Jarrie'a consolatioo— " Ooa cannot carrv 
the comfiina of the Saat Market nboat nith one." Were I at oase iii 
mind, 1 thini: Iho body ii very well cared fur. Only one other lodger in 
the houao. a Hr. Sh&Qdy, — a clergyman, and, despite hia name, said to be 

' May 14.— A fair good-morrow to yon. Mr. San, wlio arc ehining so 
brightly on these dull wall*. Molhinka yon look u if yon were lookinj; 
ns bright on tlie banlca of the Tweed , but look where yon will, Sir Snn, 
yon look upon sorrow and Boffering. — Hogg wbh here yeaterday, in danger, 
from having obtained an accommodutioo oif £1IX) from Jnaiea ttsUantyse, 
which he is now obliged to repay. I am unable to help the poor follow, 
being obliged (o borrow myself.' 

'Jfoy 16. — Beoeived tlie melancholy intelligence that all is over ab 
Abbotufoid.' 

•Ahhiitt/ord, May 16.— She ilicd at nine in the mornitig, after bejag 
very ill for two days— easy at last. I nrrived here late lost night. Anne 
is worn out, and baa had hysterios, which returned on my arrival. Iler 
brolcen aocenta warn like tboao of a child, the Inngusgo as well aa the 
tones broken, but in the most gentle voico of aubmisBioa. "Poor mamma 
— never return again— gone foraver — a. better place." Then, wfaea she 
came to heraelf, she spoke with Benso, freodom and strength of mind, till 
her weakness retamed. It would have been ineipresaibly moving to mo 
OS n stranger — whnt was it then to the father and the hueboiid ? For 
niyaelf, 1 icarco know how I feel i sometimes as firm aa the Bass Rock, 
Bomotimes aa weak as Ibe water that broaka on it. i am as alert at 
(hinkiog and deoidiag as 1 ever was in my lifo. Yel, whon 1 oontrast 
what this place now is, with what it has been not longaince. i think my 
heart will break. Lonely, aged, deprived of my family — all but poor 
Anne : an impoverished, an euibarraased man, deprived of the sharer of 
my thoughts and counsels, who could always talk-down my sense of the 
calamitous apprehenaiuuH which break the heart that must bear them 
alone. — Even her foibles ivere of service to me, by giviog me things to 
think of beyond my weary self-reflections. 

'1 have seen bar. The figure I beheld is, and ia not my Chadetle — 
my thirty-yeara companion. There is the aeme symmetry of form. 
though those limbs are rigid which wero once tu graocfally elastic— 
but that yellow mask, with pinched features, which aeems to mock life 
rather than emulate it, oun il be tbe face that waa once so fall of lively 
expression? 1 will not look on it again. Anne thinks ber little obangod, 
because the latest idea she had formed of her mother is aa she appeared 
under circumstances of extreme pain. Mine go back to a period of 
comparative eaac. If 1 trdle long ia this way. I ahull writo-dowa my 
resalutiun, whioh I should rather wrjte-np, if I oould.' 

'May 18, — * • Ceremcniaof leadand ct wood alraady hold her; 
cold earth must have her soon. Bot it is not my Charlotte, it is not tba 
hride of my joni b, the mother of my children, that will be laid among 
the rains of Di-yburgh, which we have so often visited lu gaiety and 
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Well, I am not apt to shrink from that which is my 
dnty, merely because it ia painful ; but I wish this faneral-day over. A 
kind of cloud of stupidity hangs about me, as if all were unreal that men 
seem to be doing and talking.' 

' May 2S.^ * * Were an enemy coming upon my honae, would I not 
do my best to Qght, although oppressed in apirita; and shall a similar 
doapondency prevent me from mental exortiou? It shall not, by 
Heaven '. ' 

• JSdmbargh, May 30.— Returned to town laat night with Chorlea. This 
morning resume ordinary habtte of rising early, working in the niuming. 
and attending the Court * * * 1 Bnished correoting the proofs 
for the Quarterly ; it is bat a fliDiay article, but then the oiroamataticca 
were most an toward. — This has been a melancholy day — most melancholy. 
I am afraid poor Charles found mo weejilcg. I do not know what other 
folks feel, but with me the hysterical passion that impels teara is a 
terrible violence — a sort of throttling sensation— tbon aacceeded by • 
state of dreaming stupidity, in which I aak it my poor Charlotte o ~ 
octually bo dead." 

This is beautifal ns well as tragical (Kber sceneE^ En t 
Seventh Volume, must come, which will have no beauty, butM 
tragical only. It ia better that we are to end here. 

And so the curtain falls; and the strong Walter BcotI 
with ua no moro. A posBossion from him docs rcmaui 
scattered ; yet uttaiiiabk ; not inconBiderable. It can be *^^«L 
him L When he depai'tvd, bo took a Man's life along with Iiini. 
No sounder piece of Uritish manhood was put together tn that 
eighteenth ceutury of 'Time. Alaa, his fine Scotch face, with ita 
shaggy honesty, sagacity, and goodneae, when we saw it latt«rly 

the Edinburgh streets, was all worn with care, the joy all fled 
from it; — ploughed deep with labour and aoitow. We sbnU 
forget it ; we shall never see it again. Adieu, Sir Waller; 
pride of all Scotchmen, take our proud and sad farewell ! ^^ 

• Vol. vi. pp. S97-S07. ^1 
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The Age of Koinance haa not ceased ; it never ceases ; it ^oee 
not, if we will think of it, bo much as very aensibly decline. 
' The pasajons are repressed by social fonns ; great pasaionB no 
longer show themselves.' Why, there are paasione still great 
enough to replenish Bedlam, for it never wants tenants; to 
Muspond men from bodpoata, from improved drops at the west end 
of Newgate. A passion that explosively shivers asunder the 
Life it took rise in, ought to be regarded as considerable : more 
no passion, in the highest hey-day of Romance, yet did. The 
passions, hy grace of the Supernal and also of the Infernal Powers 
(for both have a hand in it), can never fail us. 

And then, as aa to 'social forms,' be it granted that they arc 
of the most buckram quality, and bind men up into the pitifulest 
Btraitlaced commonplace existence, — you ask; Where is the 
Romance 1 In the Scotch way one answers : Where is it not 1 
That very spectacle of an Immortal Nature, with faculties and 
destiny extending through Eternity, hampered and bandaged 
up, hy nurses, pedagogues, posturemBsters, and the tongues ol 
innumerable old women (named ' force of public opinion ') ; by 
prejudice, custom, want of knowledge, want of money, want of 
fitrength, into, eay, the meagre Pattern -Figure that, in these 
day?, meets yon in all thoroughfares : a ' God-creoled Man,' all 
but abnegating the character of Man; forced to exist automatised, 
roumray-wiae (scarcely in rare moments audible or visible from 
amid his wrappages and cerements), as Gentleman or Gigman ;+ 
and BO aelling his birthright of Eternity for the three daily 
meals, poor at best, which Time yields ; — is not this spectacle 
itself highly romantic, tragical, if we had eyes to look at iti The 
high-born (highest-bom, for he came out of Heaven) lies drowning 
in the despicablest puddles ; the priceless gift of Life, which he 
can have but once, for he watted a whole Eternity to bo bom, and 
now has a whole Eternity waiting to see what he will do when 
bom, — this priceless gift we see strangled slowly out of him by 
innnmerable packthreads ; and there remains of the glorioaa 
Possibility, which we fondly named Man, nothing hut an 
inanimate mass of foul loss and diaappointment, which we wrap 
in shrouds and bury underground, — surely with weil-raerited 
tears. To the Thinker here lies Tragedy enough; the epitome 
and marrow of oil Tragedy whatsoever. 

But 80 few ore Thinkers t Ay, Reader, so few think ; there 
13 the rub ! Not one in the tbonsand has the smallest turn for 
thinking ; only for passive dreaming and heursaying, and active 
babbling by rote. Of the eyes that men do glare withal so few 
can nee. Thus is the world become such a fearful confused 
Treadmill; and each man's task haa got entangled in bis neigh- 
bour's, and pulls it awry ; and the Spirit of Blindness, Falsehood, 
and Distraction, juatly named the Devil, continnally maintains 
himsolf among us ; and even hopes (were it not for the Oppo- 
sition, which by God's grace will also maintain itself) to become 
supreme. Thus too, among other things, has the Romance of 
Life gone wholly out of sight : and all History, degenerating into 
empty invoic&lists of Pitched Battles and Ohtmges of Miniatry ; 
or atill -worse into ' Conatitutioaal History,' or 'Philosophy of 
History,' or ' Philosophy teaching by Experience,' is become dead, 
aa the Almanacs of other years, — to which apecies of compoaition, 
indeed, it bears in several points of view, no inconsiderable 
affinity. 

'Of all blinds that shut np men's visiou,' says one, 'the 
worst is Self,' How true ! How doubly tnie, if Self, assuming 
her cunniitgeet, yet miserablest disguise, come on us in never- 
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ceasing, all-obscuring refleMS from the innumerable Solves of 
others; not aa Pride, not oven os real Hunger, but only as 
Vanity, and the shadow of on im^inary Hunger for Applause ; 
under the name of what we call ' Respectability ' ! Alas now 
for our Historian ; to his other apirituui deadness (which how- 
ever, so long as he physically breathes, cannot be considered 
comphli') this sad new magic inducnce is added 1 Henceforth hie 
Histories must all be screwed-up into the ' dignity of History.' 
Instead of looking fixedly at the Thing, and first of all, and beyond 
all, endeavouring to see it, and faahion a. living Picture of it, not 
a wretched politico-metaphysical Abstraction of it, he baa now 
quite other matters to look to. The Thing lies shrouded, in- 
visible, in thousandfold hallucinations, and foreign air-images. 
What did tlie Whigs say of it I What did the Torieal The 
Priests J The Freethinkers) Above all: What wiU my own 
listening circle say of me for what I say of it 1 And then his 
Respectability in general, as a literary gentleman ; his not 
deapicable talent for philosophy 1 Thus is our poor Hiatorian's 
faculty directed mainly on two objects; the Writing and the 
Writer, both of which are quite extraneous; and tiie Thing 
written-of fares as we see.. Can it be wonderful that Histories, 
wherein open lying is not permitted, are unromanticl Nay, 
our very Biographies, how a tiff-starched, foiaonlcss, hollow ! 
They stand there respectable; and — what morel Dumb idols ; 
with a skin of delusively-painted waxwork ; inwardly empty, or 
full of rags and bran. In our England especially, which in thosi* 
daya is become the chosen land of Respectability, Life-writing 
has dwindled to the sorronfulost condition ; it requires a man to 
bo some disrespectable, ridiculous Boswull before he can write a 
tolerable Life. Thus too, strangely enough, the only Lives worth 
reading are those of players, emptiest and poorest of the sons of 
Adam ; who neverlheleaa wero sons of bis, and brothers of oura ; 
and by the nature of the ease had already bidden Itespoctability 
good-day. Such bounties, in this as in iutiuiteiy deeper matters, 
does Respectability shower down on us. Sad are thy doings, O 
Gig; sadder than those of Juggernaut's Car: that, with huge 
wheel, suddenly crushes asunder the bodies of men ; thou, in 
thy light- (jobbing Long-acre springs, gradually wiunowest away 
their souls ! 

Depend upon it, for one thing, good Reader, no ago evur 
seemed the Age of Romance to iUelf. Charlemagne, let tliu 
Poets talk as ihey will, had his own provocations in the world : 
what with aelling of his poultry and pot-herbs, what with wanton 
daughters carrying secretaries through thoanuw: and, for instance, 
that hanging of the Saxons over the Weser-bridge (four thousand 
of them, they say, at one bout), it seems to me that the Great 
Charles had his tiemper ruffled at times, Poland of Roncesvalles 
we see well in thinking of it, found rainy weather as well ac: 
sunny; knew what it was to have hoae need darning; goi 
tough beef to chew, or even went dinnerless ; was eaddle-sick, 
calumniated, constipated (as his madness too clearly indicates) ; 
and oftenest felt, I doubt not, that this was a very Devil's world, 
and he, Roland himself, one of the sorriest caitilTs there. Only 
long subsequent days, when the tough beef, the constipation 
and the caiunmy had clean vanished, did it all begin to seem 
Romantic, and your Turpins and Ariostos found music in it. 8o, 
I Boy, is it eiterl And the more, as your true hero, your true 
Roland, is ever uneomidom that he is a hero ; this 'u a condition 
of hU greatness. 

In our own poor Nineteenth Century the Writer of these 
lines has been fortunate enough to see not a f«w glimpses of 
Romance; he imagines this Nineteenth is hardly a whit lesH 
romantic than that Ninth, or any other, since centuries began. 
Aj^art from Napoleon, and the Dantoiis, and Illimbeaua, whosir 
fire-wowls of pul.lic speaking, and fire-whirlwinda of cannon and 
musketry, which for a aeaaon darkened the air, aw. -sj 
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Time,' npoknn of alrave. It is an actual Transaction that happened 
in thin Earth of ours. Wherewith our vhole business, as already 
urged, is ta jmint it truly. 

For the rest, an earnest inspection, faithful endeavour has not 
Ijeeii wanting, on our part; nor, singular as it may seem, the 
strictest regard to chronology, geography (or ratlier in this case, 
UiiKigrophy), documenUry evidence, and what else tnie historical 
niHeitrch would yield. Were there but on the reader's part a 
kindred ojwnncss, a kindred spirit of endeavour I Heshone strongly, 
on both sides, by such united twofold Philosophy, this poor 
ojinfiiio Inlriguo of the Diamond Necklace might become quite 
tniiiNlucont between us ; transfigured, lifted up into the serene of 
IJiiiverBal-lIiatory j ond might hong there hke a smallest Diamond 
Constellation, visible without telescope, — so long as it could. 
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1 1 ERR, or 
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ho is now called Monsieur, Boobmcr, to all ap- 
ited not that last infirmity of noble and ignoble 
iiiiiiuH, — a iuvo of fame; he was destined also to be famous 
more than enough. Hia outlooks into the worid were rather 
uf a smiling character; ho has long since exchanged his guttural 
.4pei'ch, OS far as possible, for a nasal one ; his rustic Saxon 
hitherland for a polished city of Paris, and thriven there. 
United in partnership with worthy Monsieur Bassange, a sound 
practical man, skilled in the valuation of all precious stones, in 
iho uianagoment of workmen, in the judgment of their work, 
lie already seas himself among the highest of hia guild : nay, 
rather the very highest, — for he lias secured, by purchase and 
Itanl money paid, the title of Sing's Jeweller ; and can enter the 
Court itself, leaving all other Jewellere, and even innumerable 
Llentlemcn, liigmen, and small ^'obility, to languish in tlte 
vestibule. AVith the costliest ornaments in his pouket, or borne 
ifter him by assiduous shop-boys, the happy lioehmer sees high 
drawing-rooms and sacKd ruelles tly open, as with talismanic 
^'Aimt' ; and the brightest eyes of the whole world grow hrightei : 
to him alone of men the Unapproachable reveals herself in 
mysterious mjrfiifV; taking and giving counsel Do not, cm 
nil gala-daya and gula-nights, his works praise him I On the 
jj;ur^:eous robes of State, on Court<lre3ses and Lords' sLua, on 
iho diadom of Koyalty ; better still, on the swan-neck of Uennty, 
and her queenly garniture from plume-bearing aigKtte to afaw- 
bucklc on fairy-»lipiter, — that blinding play of colours is KxhiOKrt 
doing : he is JiMiiiiier-Iiijt'utiiT de la Jidne. 

(.'oold the man but have been content with it ' He cco^d 
I : Icarius-like, he must mount too high ; have hii wuE-vic^ 
melted, and desoend prostrate, — amid a dond of va£= ^>3se- 
luilla. One day, a fatal day (of some year, pio^'rly. *—•-■*•' 
iie SerfHtitf of last oentuir*). it strack Loehmer: We,T j/bj-sld 
aot I, who, as Most Christian King's Jeweller, as jc;cec-> rjss 
Jewells of the Universe, — make a Jewel which tae Vn-i^saie 
iias not matched t Noiidsg can |verent the«. Boasaic -^ ^:-a 
aave the skill to do iL Skill or no fkill, amwas he I JA't :m 
imbition : my Jewel, if no; the bnaui^il^si. shall be .it! iuafsK. 
L'hiis was the L>iamond Necklace dei^rsdned on. 

l>li wv-«hy fiassasjie ^ve a willing, ct a rthmiz:! ?:c9«i£: t 
Is asy case he eon«enu : asd ctvoTier.i:e&.. Flass art <^:-:.r^i. 
<.vr.$~.:luu.^ns held, s;'jcoo BCkiels cade: ly a.-cty ;c :r:-^_: ^^ 
c.«;Iu-si iiu=i.''3.is cvmc* in; ysmis^ e:%i\i=KZ. ex: liei^ ses 
ii<i£ ; i^-.vad lioehxMt sms th* w;rk j .-> j-r»:«r. ai^y .a. T^.oi 
=:as £ei.':li h:c ca a 'atiz.^ aner l.-vakitK . zn ia» sSi^twd 
i.'ws t^' the :iae;a*i *;ciii;-jv hii;M sily.::^ :x: . s.iii.li 
tiirs wii ha **M>i ihrse-<i;;=.*rtd hii ca=rt :i^-r^: tat . .ixw- 
Lir^i, w.ci. in ^.Te» 
oK*i^, IS- fciTf-.T-al 
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minated, and joy caa not only Jawn but shine; tUo Netklaue, 
which slmll be famous and ivorid-f anions, is made. 

Made we oail it, in confocmity witli common speech : tut 
properly it was not made ; only, with mora or less spirit 
method, arranged and agglomcraled. What spirit of method 
lay in it, might be made ; nothing more. But to tell the varit 
Hialoriea of those variona Diamonds, from the first making 
them; ot even, omitting all the rest, from the first digging 
them in the far Iniliao mines 1 How they lay, for uncounted 
ages and leona (under the uproar and splashing of such Deu- 
calion Deluges, and Hutton Explosions, with steam enough, and 
Werner Submersions), silently embedded in the rock ; did never- 
theless, when their hour came, emerge from it, and first behold 
the glorious Sun smile on them, and with their many-coloured 
glances smiled back on him. How they served next, let us say, 
as eyes of Heathen Idols, and received worship. How they 
had then, by fortune of war or theft, been knocked out; and 
exchanged among camp-autlers for a little spirituous liquor, and 
bought by Jews, and worn as signets on the fingers of tawny or 
white Majesties ; and again been lost, tvith the fingers too, and 
jiethaps life (as by Charles the Bash, among the mud-ditches of 
^anci), in old-forgotten glorious victories; and so, through in- 
numerable varieties of fortune, — had come at last to the cutting- 
wheel of Boehmer; to bo united, in strange fellowship, with 
comrades already blown together from all ends of the Earth, 
each with a History of its own ! Could these aged atones, the 
youngest of them Six Thousand years of age and upwards, but 
have spoken, there were an Experience for Philosophy to teach 
by l^liut now, as was said, by little caps of gold, and daintiest 
rings of the same, they are all being, so to speak, enlisted under 
Boehmer's fiag,-~niade to take rank and file, in new order, no 
Jewel asking his neighbour whence he came ; and parade there 
for a season. For a season only ; and then — to disperse, and 
enlist anew ad infinilum. In su(^ inexplicable wise are Jewels, 
and Men also, and indeed all earthly things, jumbled together 
and asunder, and shovelled and wafted to and fro, in our inex- 
plicable chaos of a World. This was what Boehmer called 
maldng his Necklace. 

So, in fact, do other men speak, and with even less reason. 
How many men, for example, hast thou heard talk of making 
money; of making, say, a million and a half of money) Of 
which million and half, how much, if one were to look into it, 
had they mai^e t The accurate value of their Industry ; not a 
sixpence more. Their making, then, was but, like Boehmer's, a 
cluti;hing and heaping together; — by and by to be followed also 
by a dispersion. Madel Thou too-vain individual I were these 
towered ashlar edifices ; were these fair bounteoua leas, with their 
bosky nmbrages and yellow harvests ; and the sunshine that 
lights them from above, and the granite rocks and firC'reservoirs 
that support them from below, niailo by thee ? I think, by 
another. The very shilling that thou haat was dug, hy man's 
force, in Carintbia and Paraguay ; smelted sufficiently ; and 
stamped, as would seem, not without the advice of our late 
Defender of the Faith, his Majesty George the Fourth. Thou 
hast it, and boldest it; but whether, or in what sense, thou Jiast 
mttde any farthing of il, thyself canst not say. If the courteous 
reader ask : What things, then, are made by mani I will answer 
him: Very few bdeed. A Heroism, a Wisdom (a god-given 
Volition that has realised itself), is made now and then : for 
example, some five or six Books, since the Creation, have been 
made. Strange that there are not more ; for surely every en- 
couragement is held out. Could I, or thou, happy reader, but 
make one, the world would let us keep it nnstolen for Fourteen 
whole years, — and take what we could get for it. 

But, in a word. Monsieur Boehmer has mado his Xecklace, 
what he calls mado it : happy man is he. From a Drawing, as 
lai^o as reality, kindly furnished by 'Taunay, Printsellor, of the 
Rue d'Enfer;'* and again, in late years by the Abbd Geoi^el, 



• Frontiflplcce of the ' Affuire du ColUer, PariB, irsSj' wheretrom 
Goorgel'e editor has oopiert it. This • Ag«h-e dii CoUier, Paris, 1T85.' 
ia not property a Book; bat a baimd colleclion of such Lnw-Piipcrs 
{Mitnoirnf pour, otc.) aa wore printed and emitted by the rariooB parliei 
in that tamed ■Necklace Trial.' These Law-Papers, bound iatu Tvra 
Volames qnaito ; with Portraits, iiioh aa Iho Priaiahnps yielded them 
at the limej likmtiw wilti pBrrhes of Ms., onntainlng NoIrb. Pflsquinade. 



in the Second Volume of his Meinoires, curious readers can still 
fancy to themselves what a princely Ornament it was. A row 
of seventeen glorious diamonds, as large almost as filberts, en- 
circle, not too tightly, the neck, a fiist time. Looser, gracefully 
fastened thrice to these, a three-wreathed festoon, and ]tendanta 
enough (simple peor-shaped, multiple star-shaped, or clustering 
amorphous) encircle it, enwroath it, a second time. Loosest of 
all, softly flowing round from behind, in priceless catenary, rush 
down two broad threefold rows ; seem to knot themselves, round 
a very Queen of Diamonds, on the bosom; then rush on, again 
separated, aa if there were length in plenty ; the very tassels of 
them were a fortune for some men. And now lastly, two other 
inexpressible threefold rows, also with their tassels, will, when 
the Necklace is on and clasped, unite themselves behind into a 
doubly inexpressible s/j^fold row ; and so stream down, together 
or asunder, over the hind-neck, — we may fancy, like lambent 
Zodiacal or Aurora-Borealis fire. 

AH these on a nock of snow slight-tinged with rose-bloom, and 
within it royal Life : amidst the blaze of lustres ; in sylphish 
movements, ospiigleries, coquetteries, and minute-mazes ; with 
every movement a flash of star-rainbow colours, bright almost as 
the movements of the fair young soul it emblems 1 A glorious 
ornament ; fit only for the Sultana of the World. Indeed, only 
attainable by such ; for it is valued at 1,800,000 livres ; eay, in 
round numbers, and sterling money, between eighty and ninety 
thousand pounds. 

CHAPTEE nL 

THB NBCELACB CANNOT BB SOLD. 

MiscALCiTLATiNo Boehmer ! The Sultana of the Earth shall never 
wear that Necklace of thine ; no neck, either royal or vassal, shall 
ever be the lovelier for JL In the present distressed state ot our 
finances, with the American War raging round us, whore thinkest 
thou are eighty thousand pounds to be raised for such a thing 1 
In this hungry world, thou fool, these five hundred and odd 
Diamonds, good only for looking at, are intrinsically worth less 
lo us than a string of as many dry Irish potatoes, on which a 
famiahing Sansculotte might fill his belly. Little knowest thou, 
laughing J oaillier- Bijou tier, great in thy pride of place, in thy 
pride of savoir-faire, what the world has in store for thee. Thou 
laughoat there ; by and by thou wilt laugh on the wrong side ot 
thy face mainly. 

■While the Necklace lay in stucco effigy, and the stones of 

TCK still ' circulating in Commerce,' Du Barry's was the neok 

'as meant for. Unhappily, as all dogs, male and female, have 

hut their day, her day is done ; and now (so busy has Death 

been) she site retired, on mere half-pay, without prospects, at 
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longH, and the like, of the most Dospeakable charactDr occaBiacall/, — 
!ODiititute this -Aiairt du Collier j' which the Paria Dcalei-s in Old 
Buoks can still pi-ocure there. It ia one ot the largest colleotiona of 
looda that existB in print ; and, anfcrtuiiately, alill, after all the 
ing and history there has been on the anbjoct, forma our ohief 
of getting at the truth of that TranEoction. 'The Vint. Tolume 
imo Twenty-one M^moirta pour : not, of ooothb, Historical 
of tmth ; bat Cutprita' and Lawyera' atatementa of what 
1 to be believed; uach party tying according to hia ability 
reach the truth, or ereu an; honest guess at the truth, tha 
u( rubbish mnst be sifted, contrasted, rejected: what grain 
ut historical evidence ma; lie at the bottom ia then attainable. Thoa, aa 
TranBaction of the Diamond NeckJace has been called the ' Largoat 
of the Sighteanth Centur;,' so it cornea to as borne, not tuiQtl;, oa 
a whale ilUmitablo dim Chaos ot Liea ! 

Nay, the Second Volume, enLitled Suitt da VAffaire du CoIIJor, is still 
stranger. It relates to the Intrigue and Trial ot one Butte d'EtienviUe, 
who represeata hjmaelf aa a poor lad that had been kidnapped, blindfolded, 
introduced to beantiful Ladies, and engaged to get husliands tor tbemj 
aa aetting out on tbia task, and gnduall; getting quite beidtched and 
bewildered inmost indnbitabl;, going on to bewitch and bewilder other 
people on ajl bonda of him : the whule in conieq^ence of this ' Necklace 
Trial," aod the noise it waa making! Ver; onrioua. The Lawyers did 
verily bus; tbemselvea with thia affair of Bette'S; there are aoarecrow 
Portraila given, that stood in the Frintshopa, and no maa can know 
whether the Originals over ao much aa eiiated. It ia like the Dream of a 
Dream. Tha human mind stands stupent ; ejocalatea the wish that aaob 
Gulf ot Falsehood woald close itself, — before general Delirium supervece, 
ad the Speech of Man become mere incredible meaninglesa jargon, like 
lat of chougliB ttud diiwB. Even from Bette, however, by asajdno aa 
fting, one galhpra a pnrticlp of troth here and thete. 
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SL-Cyr, A seneroua Fmnce wUI buy no more neck-ornaments 
for fier: — Heaven I the Guillotine-axe ia already foi^ng (North, 
in Swedish Dulecarlia, by sledge hammers and fiie ; South too, 
by taxes and iuiltes) that will shear hor neck in twain ! 

But, indeed, what of Du Barry I A foul worm; hatched by 
royal heat, on foul composts, into a flaunting butterfly ; now dis- 
winged, and again a worm ! Are there not Kings' Daughters and 
Kinga' Conaorts ; is not Decoration the first wish of a female 
heart, — often also, if such heart ia empty, the last! The Por- 
tuguese Ambassador is here, and his rigorous Pombal is no longer 
Minister : there is an Infanta in Portugal, purposing by Ueaven's 
blessing to wed. — Singular ! the Portuguese Arabaaaador, though 
without fear of Pombal, praises, but wiU not purchase. 

Or why not onr own loveliest Marie-Antoinette, once Dnn- 
phinesa only ; now every inch a Queen : what neck in the whole 
Earth would it beseem bettor) It is fit only for her. — Alas, 
Boebnier ! King Louis baa an eye for diamonds, but he too 
is without overplus of money: liia high Queen hei^elf answers 
<Xneenlike : ' Wo have more need of Seventy-fours than of Neck- 
laces.' Laudalur el atget /—Not without a qualmish feeling, we 
apply nest to the Queen and King of the Two Sicilies.* In 
vain, O Bochmer ! In crowned heads there is no hope for thee. 
Not a crowned head of them can spare the eighty thousand 
jwunds. The age of Chivalry is gone, and that of Bankruptcy is 
come. A dull, deep, pre9agini< movement rocks nil thrones: 
Bankruptcy is beating down the gate, and no Chancellor con 
longer barricade her out. She will enter ; and the fehoreless fire- 
lava of Dbmocracy is at her back ! Well may TCin ga, a second 
time, 'sit still with awful eye,' and think of far other things 
than Necklaces. 

Thus for poor Boehmer are the mournfulest days and nights 
appointed; and this high-promisiDg year (1780, as wo laboriously 
guess and gather) stands blacker tb^ all others iu bis calendar. 
In vain shall he, on bis sleepless pillow, more ami more desperately, 
revolve the problem ; it is a problem of the insoluble sort, a true 
'irreducible caae of Cardan;' the Diamond Necklace will not 
ncU. 



CHAPTER IV. 

AFFINITIES ; THE TWO FISEU-IDEA!?. 

XsvintTDKLESS a man's little Work lies not isolated, stranded 
whole busy World, a whole native- element of mysterious ne'^ 
resting Force, environs it ; will catch it up ; will carry it forward, 
or else backward : always, infallibly, either oa living growth, oi 
at worst as well-rotted manure, the Thing Done will come to use. 
Often, accordingly, for a man that hatb finished any little work, 
this were the most interesting question : In snch a boundless 
whirl of a world, what book will it be, and what hooks, that shall 
catch up thia little work of mine ; and whirl it also, — through 
such a dance I A question, we need not say, which, in thi 
simplest of cases, would bring the whole Royal Society to t. 
nonplus. — Good Corsican Letitia 1 while thou nuisest thy little 
Napoleon, and he answers thy molber-emile with those deep eyes 
of his. a world-famous French Revolution, with Federations of 
the Champ de Man, and September Massacres, and Bakera' 
Cufltomers «i ipiew;, is getting ready : many a Danton and 
Desmoulina ; iirim-viaaged, Tartufie-looking liobespierre, as yet 
all achool-boys; and Marat weeping bitter rheum, as he pounds 
horse-drugs, — are preparing the fittest arena for him ! 

Thus too, while poor Boehmer is busy with those Diamonds 
of his, picking them ' out of Commerce,' and his craftsmen arc 
grinding and setting them ; a certain ecclesiastical Coadjutor and 
Grand Almoner, and proqwctive Commondator and Cardinal, 
is in Austria, bunting and giving suppers ; for whom mainly it is 
thai Boehmer and bis craftsmen so employ themselves. Strange 
enough, once more ! The foolish Jeweller ot Paris, making 
foolish trinkets; the foolish Ambassador at Vienna, making 
blunden and debaucheries: these Two, all uncommunicating, 
wide uunder oa the Poles, are hourly forging for each other the 
wanderfulest hook-and-eye ; which will hook them together, one 
day, — into artificial Siomeae-Xwin^ for the astonishment of 
niattkind. 

• Sen ^/noi>N it Campati. II. 1-SC. 



Prince Louts de Rohan is one of those select mortals bom to 
honours, as the sparks fly upwards ; and, alas, also (as all men 
are) to troubles no less. Of his genesis and descent much might 
be said, by the curious in such matters ; yet perhaps, if we weigb 
it well, intrinsically little. He can, by diligence and faith, be 
traced back some handbreadth or two, some century or two ; but 
after that, merges in the mere 'blood-royal of Brittany;' long, 
long on this side of the Northern Immigrations, he is not so much 
as to be sought for ; — and leaves the whole space onwards from 
that, into the bosom of Eternity, a blank, marked only by one 
point, the Fall of Man '. However, and what alone concerns Us, 
his kindred, in these quite recent times, have been much about 
the Most Christian Majesty ; could there pick up what was going. 
In particular, they have had a turn of some continuance fur 
Cardinalship and Commendatorship. Safest trades these, of thw 
calm, do-nothing sort : in the do-something line, in Generalship, 
or suchlike (witness poor Cousin Soubise at Rossbach*), they 
might not fare so well. In any case, the actual Prince Louis, 
Coadjutor at Strasbnrg, while his uncle the Cardinal- Archbishop 
has not yet deceased, and left him his dignities, but only fallen 
sick, already takes his place on one grandest occasion : he, thrice- 
happy Coadjutor, receives the fair, young, trembling Dauphinuss, 
Marie- Antoinette, on her first entrance into France ; and can 
there, as Ceremonial Fugleman, with tit bearing and seiiiblance 
(being a tall man of six-and-thirty), do the neetlful. Of his other 
performances up to this date, a refined History had rather say 

In fact, if the tolerating mind will medilato it with any sym- 
pathy, what could poor Rohan perform 1 Performing needs light, 
needs strength, and a firm clear footing ; all of which had been 
denied him . Nourished, from birth, with the choicest physical 
spoon-meat, indeed ; yet, also, with no better spiritual Doctrine 
and Evangel of Life than a French Court of Louis the Well- 
beloved could yield ; gifted moreover, and thia too was but a new 
perplexity for him, with shrewdness enough to see through much, 
with vigour enough to despise much ; unhappily, not with vigour 
enough to spurn it from him, and be for ever enfranchised of it, 
— ho awakes, at man's stature, with man's wild desires, in a World 
of the merest incoherent Lies and Delirium ; himself a namalesa 
Mass of delirious Incoherences,— covered over at most, and held- 
in a little, by conventional Politesse, and a Cloak of prospecUv» 
Cardinal's Plush. Are not intrigues, might Rohan say, tha 
industry of this our Universe ; nay is not the Universe itself, 
at bottom, properly an intrigue 1 A Most Christian Majesty, in 
the Fara-aux-eer/g ; he, thou eeest, is the god of thia lowtt 
world ; in the fight of life, our war-banner and celestial E>i4otit»- 
liilca is a Strumpet's Petticoat : these are thy gods, Fratioe ! — 
What, in such singular circumstances, could poor Rohan's cnad 
and world-theory be, tliat he should ' perform' thereby! Atheiom fcfl 
Alas, no ; not even Atheism : only Macchiavelism ; and t^lliH 
indestructible faith that 'ginger is hot in the mouth.' Get «vajH 
new and better ijiiiffcr, therefore ; chew it ever the mors dili^l 
gently : 'tis all that thou hast to look to, and that only for a 
day. 

Ginger enough, poor Louis de Rohan: too much ot ^ngez I 
Whatsoever of it, for the five senses, money, or money's worth, 
or backstairs diplomacy, can buy ; nay for the sixtli sense too, thtt 
far spicier ginger. Antecedence of thy fellow-creatures, — merited, 
at least, by infinitely finer housing than theirs. Coadjutor of 
Strashurg, Archbishop of Strasbnrg, Grand Almoner of Franca, 
Commander of the Order of the Holy Ghost, Cardinal, Com- 
mendator of St. Wast d' Arras (one of the fattest benefices han 
below) : all these shall be housings for Monseigneur : to all theea 
shall bis Jesuit Nursing-mother, our vulpine AbbS Georgel, 



' SonhiH! d<C, 1b lanterao i la mnin. 
J'ni beau olicreber, oh dioble oat mon Arm(o f 
Ellc ft nit \k poortant hicr niniin ; 
Mo IVt-on prise, on I'aurnis-jo egnii-e T — 
Que v(ri>-je, 6 eiel I que moo ime cat raviol 
Prodi([ohciiren»! In voili, laToil*!— 
Ab, Miilrablenl qu'ot-ce done quo eolnP 
Jo me trumjiiils, c'eat \'Ann4v Knuinii 
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through fair court-weather and through foul, triumphantly bear 
him ; and wrap him with them, fat, somnolent Nurseling ai 
ia. — By this way, a moat assiduous, ever-wakeful Abb6 is this 
Georgel ; and wholly Monseigneur's. He has aeouU diin-flying, 
fai out, in the groat deep of the world's business I has epider- 
threada that overnet the whole world ; himself sits in the centre, 
ready to run. In Tain shall King and Queen combine against 
Jlonseigneur : ' I was at M. de JIatirepaa's pillow before six,' — 
petauaaively wagging my a!eek coif, and the sleek teynard-head 
under it; I managed it all for him. Here too, on occasion of 
Keynard Georgel, we could not but reflect what a aingular species 
of creature your Jesuit must have been. Outwardly, you would 
»ay, a wan ; the emooth semblance of a man : inwardly, to the 
centre, filled with stone ! Yet in all breathing things, even in 
stone Jesuits, ore inscrutable sympathies : how else does a 
Keynard AbbC- so loyally give himself, soul and body, to a som- 
nolent Monseigneur ; — how else does the poor Tit, to the neglect 
of its own egga and interests, nurse-up a huge lumbering Cuckoo ; 
and think its pains all paid, if the soot-brown Stupidity will 
merely grow bigger and bigger ! — Enough by Jesuitic or other 
means, Prince Louis de Rohan shall be passively kneaded and 
baked into Commendator of St. Wast and much else : and truly 
fueh a Commendator as hardly, since King Thierri, first of the 
Fainiatu, founded that Establishment, has played hia part there. 

Such, however, have Nature and Art combined together to 
make Prince Louis. A figure thrice-clothed with honoura ; with 
plush, and civic and ecclesiastic garniture of all kinds ; but in 
itself little other than an amorphous congeries of contradictions, 
somnolence and violence, foul pttssiottH and foul habits. It 
is by hia plush cloaka and wrappages mainly, as above hinted, 
that such a figure sticks together ; what we call ■ coheres,' in any 
measure ; were it not for these, he would flow out honndlesaly on 
all sides. Conceive him farther, with a kind of radical vigour 
and fire, for he can see clearly at times, and speak fiercely ; yet 
left in this way to stagnate and ferment, and lie overlaid with 
such floods of fat material : have we not a true image of the 
shamefulest Mud-voleano, gurgling and sluttishly simmering, 
amid continual steomj indietinctness, — except, aa was hinted, in 
wind-fjiwfs ; with occasional terrifico-absurd mud-es plosions I 

This, garnish it and fringe it never so handsomely, is, alas, 
the intrinsic character of Prince Louis. A shameful spectacle : 
such, however, os the world has beheld many times ; as it were 
to be wished, but ia not yet to be hoped, the world might behold 
no more. Nay, are not all possible dehrious incoherences, out- 
ward and inward, summed up, for poor Rohan, ia this one 
incrediblest incoherence, that lie. Prince Louis de Rohan, is 
named Priest, Cardinal of the Church t A debauched, merely 
libidinous mortal, lying there quite helpless, dieso lute (as we well 
say); whom to see Church Cardinal, symbolical Hinga or main 
Cornet of the Invisible Holy in this World, an Inhabitant of 
Saturn might split with laughing, — if he did not rather swoon 
with pity and horror ! 

Prince Louis, as ceremonial fugleman at Strasburg, might 
have hoped to make some way with the fair young Dauphinesa ; 
but seems not to have made any. Perhaps, in those great days, 
so t^ing for a fifteen-years Bride and Dauphinesa, the fair 
Antoinette was too preoccupied ; perhaps, in the very face and 
looks of Prospective-Cardinal Princo Louis, her fair young soul 
read, all unconsciously, an incoherent Roue-i&m, bottomless Mud- 
volcanoism ; from which she by instinct rather recoiled. 

However, na above hinted, he is now gone, in these years, on 
Embassy to Vienna: with ' four-and-twenty poges' (if our re- 
membrance of Ahhi Georgel serve) ' of noble birth,' all in scarlet 
breeches ; and such a retinue and parade as drowns even his fat 
revenue in perennial debt. Above all thijigs, hia Jesuit Familiar 
is with him. For so everywhere they must manage : Eminence 
Eohan ia the cloak, Jesuit Georgel the man or automaton within 
it. Kohan, imleed, sees Poland a-purtitioning; or rather Georgel, 
with his ' masked Austrian' traitor 'on the ramparts," sees it for 
him : hut what can he do 1 He exliibits his four-and-twenty 
scarlet pages, — who, we find, ' smuggle ' to quite unconscionable 
lengths ; ridea through a Catholic procession, Prospective-Cardmal 
though he he, because it is too long and keeps him from an ap- 
pointment; hunts, gallants ; givea suppers, Sardanapalus-wise, the 



finest ever seen in Vienna. AbbtS Georgel, as we fancy it was, 
writes a Despatch in his name ' every fortnight ;'-^mention3 in 
one of these, that ' Uaria Theresa stands, indeed, with the 
handkerchief in one hand, weeping for the woes of Poland ; 
but with the sword in the other bond, ready to cut Poland iii 
sections, and take her share.'* Untimely joke ; which jirovud to 
Prince Louis the root of unspeakable chagrins 1 For Minister 
D'Aiguillon (much against bis duty) communicates the Letter to 
Kmg Louis; Louis to Da Barry, to season her gouper, and laughs 
over it ; the thing becomes a court-joke ; the filially pious Dau- 
phiness hears it, and remembers it. Accounts go, moreover, that 
Rohan spake censuringly of the Douphiueas to her Mother : this 
probably is but hearsay and false ; the devout Maria Theresa 
dishkcd him, and even despised him, and vigorously laboured for 
his recall. 

Thus, in rosy sleep and somnambulism, or awake only to 
quafi* the full wine-cup of the Scarlet Woman his Mother, and 
again sleep and somnambulatc, does the Prospective-Cardinal and 
Commendator pass fais daya. Unhappy man ! This is not a worid 
which was made in sleep ; which it is safe to sleep and somnam- 
bulate in. In that 'loud-roaring Loom of Time' (where above 
nine hundred rniliions of hungry Men, for one item, restlessly 
weave and work), bo many threads fly humming from their 
' eternal spindles ; ' and swift invisible shuttles, far darting, to 
the Ends of the World,— complex enough ! At this hour, a 
miserable Boehmer in Paris, whom thou wettest not of, is spin- 
ning, of diamonds and gold, a paltry thrum that will go nigh to 
strangle the life out of thee. 

Meanwhile Louis the Well-belovcd has left, forever, his 
Paiv-atix-ci-rfg ; and, amid the Beorce-suppressed hootings of 
the world, taken up his last lodging at St. Denis. Feeling that 
it was all over (for the smallpox has the victory, and even Du 
Barry is ofi), he, as the Abb6 Geoi^el records, ' ninde the mrtende 
luinurahle to God ' (these are his Iteverence'a own words) ; had a 
true repentance of three*day3 standing ; and so, continues tha 
Abbe, ' fell asleep in the Lord.' Asleep in the Lord, Monsieur 
I'Ahh^ ! If such a moss of Laziness and Lust fell asleep in the 
Lord, Kko, fanciest thou, is it that falls asleep — elsewhere 1 Enough 
that ho did fall asleep ; that thick-wrapt in the Blanket of the 
Night, under what keeping we ask not, ha never through endless 
Time can, for his own or our sins, insult the face of the Sun any 
more ; — and so now we go onward, if not to less degrees of beast- 
liness, yet at least and worst, to cheering varieties of it. 

Louia XVL therefore leigns (and, under the Sienr Gamain, 
makes locks) ; his laii Dauphiness has become a Queen. Eminence 
Rohan ia borne from Vienna ; to condole and congratulate. Ho 
hears a letter from Maria Theresa; hopes the Queen will not 
forget old Ceremonial Fuglemen, and friends of the Dauphinesa. 
Heaven and Earth J The Dauphiness Queen will not see him ; 
orders the Letter to be sent her. The King himself signifies briefly 
that he ' will be asked for when wanted ' I 

Alas I at Court, our motion is the delicatest, unsurest. We 
go spinning, aa it were, on teetotums, by the edges of bottomlesa 
deeps. Rest is fall; so is one false whirl. A moment ago. 
Eminence Rohan seemed waltzing with the best : but, behold, 
his teetotum has carried him over ; there is an inversion of the 
centre of gravity; and so now, heels uppermost, velocity increasing 
as the time, sjiace aa the square of the time, — he rushes. 

Ou a man of poor Rohan's somnolence and violence, the 
sympatbiaing mind can estimate what the efTect was. Conster- 
nation, stupefaction, the total jumble of blood, brains, and nervous 
spirits ; in ear and heart, only universal hubbub, and louder and 
louder singing of the agitated air. A fall comparable to that of 
Satan ! Men have, indeed, been driven from Court ; and borne 
it, according to ability. Choiseul, in these very years, retired 



• Sl^iTiDires de I'AhbS Gforgel, ii. 1-220. A.bb6 GoorKel. who hae giroi, 
the place referred to, along Bolemn Norrativp of the Neoklaoe BusiDesB, 
pasBes for tbe graod Bathority oa it; bnt neither will he, strictly taken 
Dp, abide serutinj. Ho is vagae aa may bOj writing in what ii called tha 
'soaped-pig' f luhjon : yet gomctiinoB yon do catch him, &Qd hold him. 
Thero ore hardly abore three dates tn hii whole NarratiTe. He miBtAkes 
severail timea i perhapa, onca or twice, wilfuUj mi&reproSBQtfl a little. Tho 
' "' ■ " ' ' ' ■ smooth. 



deDt of the buaiueM ia misdated by him, nimnst a tneWemo 
B to be remem bored that the poor Abb£ nrat« in exile ; Bad with oi 
ngh for prepoRBcpninns and hoitilitleB, 



FLiSATS BY THOMAS CABLYIE. 



faHhuaHkc, with » Kaiit ot twwl i umI dn* faaU 1^ Cotnt-boat 
aloBg with hia. Our Wobex. tboa^ wee an ^ tt Bex » 
eoaU j«mM7, it » mU, vtUiow ■ttKfrvuiteott, to In* nooMtaj ; 
lad Omtb toflng baadi^ lock lonrstd to s *till loagn joanKj. 
71m ■ ila di oBi^ loo aofMnag Baeun, vbcniiu KiBstantttl 1:^ 
ktA «B his, MBiltad «M muk vi^ md lalMBMsivelr — died. 
Bat Uw M» of Coa^fntor do Bofaaa dIAmd fron aU these. Xo 
loj«l^WMtBltia,tiMtbaAoBlddie; no aeU-belp. U»t be •herald 
Itrt ; BO bflli. that he ritooU tcU bearli. Hi* ■■ • mad-ToIeanie 
«htt»ctct; ineobemit, nad, iron tbe T«tyfoatid«tionof it Tbink 
(0(V tint hk Coaitienliip (for bow eoold an^ ao\Aeaem enter 
Ibml) *■■ piDpcrij ft gutUii^ ■peealatMtt: the loss of faia 
ttnap Qnefa of Haaitc eui bttng notfatng bvt flat unredeemed 
daapatr. 3fo other guae faaa be, in Hut vatU,-~«r in the next 
And then the ezMpnatiiig Whgt The Hov) came iit For that 
Kohsaie, oi Oeorj^dic, iprightltneas of the 'handkerchief in one 
baad, and awonl in the other,' if indeed that could have caused 
tt all, ha* ifiHe eacaped him. In the name of Friar Bacon's Head, 
u/tai wa« iti Imaj^ination, with Desperation to drive her, may 
Hy to all point* of .S[>ace ; — and rettima with wearied wings, and 
DO tiding*, hiihold w: here: tltis, which is the firat grand certainty 
for man in general, is the tint and last and only one for poor Kohan. 
And then hi* HenJ Alas, looking upwards, he can eye, from his 
burning marl, the azore realms, once his ; and Cousin Countess de 
Maruii, and to many Kicfaeliens, Polignaca, and other happy angels, 
■lalo and female, all blissfully gyrating there ; while he 1 

NererthaUM hope, in the human breast, though not ia the 
diabolic, springs etciiiaL The outcast Ifohan bends all his thoughts, 
facoltisa, prayon, pnrpotes, to one object ; one object he will attain, 
or go to Bedlam, ilow many ways he tries ; what days aud nights 
of conjecture, consultation; what written uopubluLed reams of 
conefpondence, protestation, backstairs diplomacy of every rubric ! 
How many suppen has be eaten ; bow many given,— in vain ! 
It is bis morning song, and hia ereaing pnyer. From innumerable 
falls be rises ; only to tail again. Btihuld him even, with his red 
stockings, at dusk, in the Garden of Trianon ; be has bribed the 
Conciergu ; will see her Majesty in spite of Etiquette and Fate ; 
poradventure, pitying his long sad King's-evil, she will touch him 
and heal bim. In vain, — says the Female Historian, Campan.* 
The Cliahot of Majesty shoots rapidly by, with liigh-plumed heads 
in it 1 Eiutnoncfl is known by liin red stockiDtjs, but not looked at, 
only laughed at, and lufl standing like a Pillar of Salt. 

Thus tliruugb ten long years, of new resolve and new dcapon- 
doncy, of flying from Savcrne to Paris, and from Paris to Saveme, 
hns it lasted ; hojie deferred making the heart sick. Beynard 
(isorgot and Cousin ile Marsan, by eloquence, by influence, and 
being ' at M. da Maurepos's pillow before six,' have secured the 
Archbishopric, the GraDd.Almonerahip ; the Cardinalsliip (by the 
medium of Poland) ; and lastly, to tinker many rents, and appease 
the Jews, that fattest Commendatorship, founded by King 'i'hierri 
the Do-nothing— perhaps with a view to such cosies. All good ) 
languidly croaks Kohan ; yet all not the one thing needful ; alas, 
the (juaen's eyes do not yet shine on me. 

Abbd Oeorgel admits, in his own polite diplomatic way, that 
the Mud-volcano was much agitolod by those triuls ; and in time 
quite changed, Monaeigneur deviated into cabalistic courses, 
aft*T elixirs, philtres, and the philosopher's stone ; that is, the 
roleoiiic steam grew thicker and heavier ; at lost by Cagtiostro's 
magic (for Cagliostio and the Cardinal by eleclivo affinity must 
maul), it sank into the opacity of perfect London fog ! So too, 
if MoiiHcignour grew choleric ; wrapped himself up in reserve, 
■{Hilcn rougliiy to his domoatios and dependents, — were not the 
tnrririeo-aliiiunl mud-explosions becoming more frequent 1 Alas, 
what wondi^rt Soroo iiine-aud-forty winters bavo now fled over 
Us Eminancu (for it is 1T8.1), and his beard falb white to the 
aliavar ; but ago for biui bringi no ' benefit of experience,' Ho is 
d by a fixed-idea I 



' Xadan* Canpan, in ber N'nmtit-a, aod indoeil ia hor Afcmoin 
Halisrally, doM ast •••m to Mtnd fatsohood : thin, in the BiisiiiflSB of Lhu 
HsoklMa, is sajlng a gn*l il*al. liba ratlinr, inrliitpa, inleut]* the 
pnidiulnit ot aa Inpreisiuu t which may havs appoarvd to honolf Vo bo 
Ui« rillbt uoo. Bui, al all ■veula, aha bu, hero or nlMirhar*, do notion oT 
Uslorllml riftDDT i sb> i^vei hanlly any dale, or the like i will lell Iha same 
tliiniti >a didonnt plioo*, ili(r«r»ul na;*, ate. Tbvra is a trKdltiun that 
Louis XVUl. t«>l»il hor lUinatm Iwfiiro publioatioD. Bba roqajrai to 
tw rsad wllh leplirlnT' r^myytV'r^y bat ylolds •ami'lhjng in Lhal irnT. 



Foolish EauBetm ! ia the Eanii ^rowa all barren and of & 
awir coloor, beeatue one pair of eyes in it look on the« askance I 
Smely tboa boat Tby body there yet; aod what of soul mi^ht 
fram tha fint made in it. Xay, a warm, emig Body, with not 
only frre aeiiMa fsonnd still, in s^i» of miscfa tear and wear), bat 
most eminent ciotbing, bmides; — dotbed with authority over 
mncb, with ml Cacdinars cloak, red Cardinal's bat ; with Com- 
Btendatatahip, Grand-Almooership, so kind have thy Frlpiem ^| 
been ; with dignities and dominions too tedious to name. Tha [ ^| 
stars rise lughtly, with tidings (for thee, too, if thou wilt liatei^J ^| 
from the infinite Blue ; SnnanidUooiiInuigTiaBsitndeeof seasoa; ^1 
■b'BSBUig green, with flower-borderings, and doth of gold, this ancient 
erer-yooDg Earth of oars, and fliling her breasts with all-nourish- 
ing motbex's milk. Wilt thou work 1 The whole Encyclopedia 
(not Diderot's only, but the Almighty's) is there for thee to spread 
thy broad faculty upon. Or, if thou have no faculty, no Sense, 
boat thou not, as already suggested. Senses, to the number of tire T 
What victuals thou wishest, command ; with what wine savoui«th 
thee, be filled. Already thou art a bJse lascivious Priest ; with ^H 
reveDues of, say, a quarter of a million sterling ; and no mind to ^^| 
mend. Eat, foolish Eminence ; eat with voracity, — leaving the ^^| 
shot till aftericardt! In all this the eyes of Marie-Antoinette '•qn ^^| 
neither help thee nor hinder. 

And yet what is the Cardinal, dissolute mud-Toliaino though 
he be, more foolish herein than all Sons of Adam? Give the 
wisest of us once a ' fixed-idea,' — which, tbouyh a temporary 
madness, who has not hadl — and see where his wisdom is ! The 
Chamois-hunter serves hia doomed seven years in the Quicksilver 
Mines; returns salivated to the marrow of the backbone; and 
next morning — goca forth to bunt again- Heboid Cardaliou King 
of Urinals ; with a woful ballad to bis mistresa' eyebrow 1 He 
blows out, Wertei-wise, his foolish existence, because sfie will not 
have it to keep ; — heeds not that there are some five hundred 
millions of other mistresses in this noble Planet ; most likely much 
such as she. foolish men I They sell their Inheritance (as 
their Mother did hers), though it is Paradise, for a crotchet: will 
thoy not, in every age, dare not only grape-shot and gallows-ropes, 
but Hell-fire itself, for better sauce to their victuab ! My friends, 
beware of fixed-ideas. 

Here, accordingly, is poor Eoehmer with one in his head too \ ^^^ 
He has been hawking his 'irreducible case of Cardan,' that Keck- ^^H 
lace of his, these three long years, through all Palaces and Ambaa- ^^H 
sudors' Hotels, over the old ' nine Kingdoms,' or more of them-^^H 
than there now ore : seBrchiog, sifting Earth, Sea and Air, for r ^^^ 
customer. To take his Kccklace in pieces ; and so, losing only 
his manual labour and expected glory, dissolve his fixed-idea, and 
fixed diamonds, into current ones : this were simply casting out 
the Devil — from himself; a miracle, and perhaps more! For he 
too has a Devil, or Devils: one mad object which he strives at; 
which he too will attain, or go to Bedlam. Creditors, snarling, 
hound him on from without; mocked Hopes, lost Labours, beoi- 
bait him from within : to these torments lua fixed-idea keeps hioi J 
chained. In six-and-thirty weary revolutions of the Moon, was ik J 

iderful the man's brain had got dried a little ! 

Behold, one day, being Court-Jeweller, be too bursts, almort 
OS Kohan had done, into the Queen's retirement, or apartment ffl 
Sings himself (as Campsn again has recorded) at her Majesty'aT 
feet ; and there, with clasped uplifted hands, in passionate nasa' 
gutturals, with streaming tears and loud sobs, entreats her to d 

of two things : Either to buy his Kecklaco : or else graciousljrl 
to vouchsafe him her royal permission to drown himself in tltttj 
Biver Seine. Her Majesty, pitying the distracted bewildered st& 
of the man, calmly points out the plain third course : Dipica 
votre Collier, Take your Necklace in pieces; — adding withal, in 
tone of queenly rebuke, that if he would drown himself, he at k 
times could, without her furtiierance. 

Ah, had ho drowned himself, with the Necklace in his pocket ;■ 
and Cardinal Commendator at his skirts 1 Kings, above all,* 
beautiful Queons, as far-radiant Symbols on the piunades of t' 
world, are so exposed to madmen. Should these two Itxed-ldeasfl 
that beset this beautifulest Queen, and almost burst through boi 
Palaco-walls, one day unih; and this iwl to jump into the Biv«l 

; — what mnddest result may be looked for 1 



CHAPTER V. 

THE ARTIST, 

If thn renOer has hitherto, in our too figurative language, seen 
only iha figurative hook and the figurative eye, whicli Boehincr 
and Kohan. far apart, wore respectively tashioning for each other, 
lie shall now see the cunning Milliner (an actual, unmetaphorieal 
MilUntr) by whom these two individuals, with their two imple- 
nients, are brought in contact, and hooked together into stupendous 
artificial Sianieae-TwinB ; — after which the whole nodus and 
aoluljon will naturally combine and unfold itself. 

Jeanne de Saint-Remi, by courtesy or otherwise, Countefis, 
styled also of Vtilois, and even of France, has now, in this year of 
Grace 1783, known the world for some seven-and-twenty aummcra ; 
and had crooks in her lot. She boasts herself descended, by what 
ia called natural generation, from the Blood-Royal of Franco ; 
Henri Second, before that fatal toumeydance entered his right 
eye and ended him, appears to have tmd, successively or simul- 
taneously, four — unmentionable women ; and so, in vice of the 
third of these, came a certain Henri de Saint- Kemi into this world ; 
and, as Uigli and Puissant Lord, ate hia victuals and spent his 
days, on an allotted domain of Foctetto, near Bar-sur-Auhe, in 
Champagne. Of High and Puissant Lords, at this Fontette, six 
other generations followed; and thus u]timat«Iy, in a space of 
some two centuries, — succeeded in realising this brisk little Jeanne 
de Saint-Hemi, here in question. But, ah, what a folJing-off ! The 
Koyal Family of France has wcllnigh forgotten its left-hand 
collaterals : the last High and Puissant Lord (much dipt by his 
predecessors), falling into drink, and left by a scandalous world 
to drink his pitcher dry, had to alienate by degrees his whole 
worldly Possessions, down almost to the indispensable, or inex- 
pressibles ; and die at last in the Paris H^tehDieu ; glad that it 
was not on the street. So that he has, indeed, given a sort of 
bastard royal life to little Jeanne, and her little brother ; hut not 
the amalleat earthly provender to keep it in. The mother, in her 
extremity, forma the wonderfuleat connections ; and little Jeanne, 
and her little brother, go out into the highways to beg.* 

A charitable Countess Boulninvilliers, struck with the Uttle 
bright-eyed tatterdemalion from the corriage-window, picks her 
up ; has her scoured, clothed ; and rears her, in her fluctuating 
miscellaneous way, to be, about the ago of twenty, a nondescript 
of Mantuamaker, Souhrette, Coutt-be^ar, Fine-lady, Abigul, 
and Scion-of-Royalty. Sad combination of trades ! The Court, 
after infinite soliciting, puts one off with a hungry dole of littlo 
more than thirty pounds »-year. Nay, the audacious Count 
Boulainvilliera dares, with what purpose ie knows best, to offer 
some suspicious presents !t Wbereupoa his good Countess, 
especially as Mantuamaking languishes, thinks it could not but 
be fit to go down to Bar-snr-Aube j and there see whether no 
fractions of that alienated Fontette Property, held perhaps on 
insecure tenure, maj-, by terror or cunning, be recoverable. 
Burning her paper patterns, pocketing her pension till more 
'■orae. Mademoiselle Jeanne sallies out thither, in her twenty-third 

Nourished in this singular way, alternating between saloon 
and kitchen-table, with the loftiest of pretensions, meanest of 
possessions, our poor High and Puissant Mantuamaker has 
realised for herself a ' face not beautiful, yet with a certain 
piquancy;' dark hair, blue eyes; and a character which the 
present Writer, a determined student of human nature, declares 
to be undecipherable. Let the Psychologists try it ! Jeanne de 
Saint-Remi de Valoia de France actually lived, and worked, and 
was ; she has even published, at various times, three considerable 
Volumes of Autobiography, with loose Leaves (in Courts 
of Justice) of unknown laumher;; wherein he that runa may 



* Tib ie Jtannt CiKteue dt LaiMUlle (bj Beiaelf), vol. i. 

+ Ho was at Hebrew desceot : graDdsou of tbs roDOWiied Jen Bornard, 
whom Louis XV., and BTen Louis XIV., need to 'w«lk with in the Rojal 
Garden,' when llioy wanted him to lend them money. See Bauvcnirt Ju 
Due de Lnii ; Mimoint da Ditclaa, ale. 

J PourifrfmoireipottTby her, ID this J_fair«du Collier; like 'Lawyeni' 
tongiiea tomed inside ont'I Afterwnrda One Tolnme, Mimoirtt Juitifi- 
fafifi dt la ConiMie de, ete. {London, 178B) ; with Appendix oCDooomenU' 
■o-tMlled. This has also been trocslaleil into a bind ot Engliib. Thon 
Two Volomei, m qtioted kbore : Fia d* Jrinnc de, etc. ; priDted in London, 



reaJ,^but not understand. Strange Volumes 1 more like the 
screeching of distracted night-birds (suddenly disturlicd by tlie 
torch of Police- Fowlers), than the articulate utterance of a 
rational unfeatherod biped. Cheerfully admitting these stoto- 
menls to bo all lies; we ask : How any mortal could, or should, 
■oliel 

The Psychologists, however, commit one sore mistake; that 
of searching, in every character named human, for somethiiig 
like a conscience. Being mere contemplative recluses, for moH 
part, and feeling that Morality la the heart of Life, they judge 
that with all the world it ia so. Nevertheless, as practical men 
are aware. Life can go on in excellent vigour without crotchut of 
that kind. What ia the essence of Lifel Volition! Go deeper 
down, yon find a much more univeraal root and characteristic: 
Digestion. While Digestion ksts. Life cannot, in philosophical 
language, be said to be extinct : and Digestion will give rise to 
Volitions enough ; at any rate, to Desires and attempts whiuli 
may pass for such. He who looks neither before nor after, any 
farther than the Larder and Stateroom, which latter ia properly 
the finest compartment of the Larder, will need no World- 
tlieory. Creed as it is called, or Scheme of Duties; lightly 
leaving the world to wag as it likes with any theory or none, 
his grand object ia a theory and practice of ways and means, 
Not goodness or badness ia the type of him ; only shiftiness or 



And now, disburdened of this obstruction, let the Psycho- 
logists consider it under a bolder view. Consider the brisk Jeanne 
de Saint-Remi da Saint-Shifty aa a Spark of vehement Life, not 
developed into Will of any kind, yet fully into Desires of all 
kiuds and cost into such a Life-element as we have seen. 
Vanity and Hunger ; a Princess of the Blood, yet whose fothcr 
has sold his inexpressibles ; uncertain whether fosterdaughter 
of a fond Countess, with hopes sky-high, or supernumerary 
Souhrette ; with not enough of mantuamaking : in a word, 
Gignianily disgi/jged; one of the saddest, pitiable, unpiticd 
predicaments of man I She is of .that light unreflecting class, 
of that light unreflecting eex : varium semper et mutabiU. And 
then her Fiue-ladyism, though a purselesa one : capncione, co- 
quettish, and with all the finer acnsihilities of the lieart ; now in 
the rackets, now in the eullens ; vivid in contradictory resolves ; 
laughing, weeping without reason, — though these acts are said t<) 
be signs of reason. Consider too, how she has had to work her 
way, all along, by flattery and cajolery; wheedling, eaves-dropping, 
namhy-pamfaying : how she needs wages, and knows no other 
productive trades. Thought can hardly he said to exist in her : 
only Perception and Device. With an understanding lynx-eyed 
for the surface of things, hut which pierces beyond the surface of 
nothing ; every individual thing (for she has never seized the 
heart of it) turns up a new face to her every new day, and seem.s 
a thing changed, a diflerent thing. Thus sits, or rather vehe- 
mently bobs and hovers, her vehement mind, in the middle of a 
boundless many-dancing whirlpool of gilt-shreds, paper- clippings, 
and windfalls, — to which the revolving chaos of my Uncle Toby's 
Smoke-jack was solidity and regularity. Reader I thou for thy 
sins must have met with such fair Irrationals ; fascinating, with 
their lively eyes, with their quick snappish fancies ; distinguished 
in the higher circles, in Fasliion, even in Literature : they hum 
and fauu there, on graceful film-wings ;— searching nevertheless 
with the wonderfulest skill for honey ; ' untamable as flies' ! 

Wondorfulest skill for honey, we say ; and, pray, mark that, 
as regards this Countess do Saint-Shifty. Her ins t in ct-of -genius 
is prodigious ; her appetite fierce, In any foraging speculation 
of the private kind, she, unthinking as you call her, will bo wortli 
a hundred thinkers. And so of such untamable flies the untama* 
bleat. Mademoiselle Jeanne, is now buziing down, in the Bar-sur- 
Auhe Diligence ; to inspect the honey-jars of Fontette ; and see 
and smell whether there bo any flaws in them, 

—by way of citortingnioner^om Pari*. Thii latter Ljiog Antobiography 
c[ Lamotto was boagbt-np by Freni^h persona in antliurity. It way tLi> 
liarniug of this Edilio JVinccpj in the S^rrcs Potti^ricB, oo the 30th of 
May, 179S, which raised such a loioke that the Legisletiio Aseemblj took 
alarm j and had on iDvestigatiou about it, and considerable eiaiuining of 
I'otters, etc., till the trath came out. Coplea ot the book n-crs speedily 
reprinted after the Tenth of Aogiut. It it in English too ; and, eioept in 
[he NeoklacH part, ia rot a^ entirely distracled as tbe tormeu 



ESSAYS BY THOyrAS CAHIYLE. 



Alas, at Fontelle, we can, witli sensibilitj , behold sirawroofe 
wo were nuraed under ! farmora courteously offer cooked milk, and 
olhec country messes ; but no soul will port with his Landed 
Property, for which, though cheap, ho declare^ hard money was 
paid. The honey-jars are all close, then I— However, a certain 
Monsieur do Lamotte, a ttill Gendarme, home on furlough iioiw ' 
Lnn^ville, is now at Bar ; pays as attentions ; becomes quite 
particular in hia attentions,— for we have a face ' with a certain 
piquancy,' the liveliest glib-snappish tongue, the liveliest kittenish 
mannei (not yet hardened into cat-hooA), with thirty pounds a-year 
and prospects. M. de Lamotte, indeed, is as yet only a private 
sentinel ; but then a private sentinel in the Geiidarmet : and did 
not his father die fighting ' at the bead of hia company,' at 
>[inden % Why not in virtue of our own Countess-ship dub him 
too Count J hy left-band collaterolism, get him advanced I — 
I'iuiahed before the furlough is done 1 The untomablest of flies 
has again buacd off; in wedlock with M. do Lamotte; if not to 
get honey, yet to escape spiders ; and so liea in garrison at 
Lun4ville, amid coquetries and hysterics, in Gigmanity disgi^ged, 
— disconsolate enough. 

At the end of four long years (too long), M. do Lamotte, or 
call him now Count de Lamotte, sees good to lay down his fight< 
ing-gear (unhappily still only the musket), and become what is 
by certain modems called 'a Civilian :' not a Civil-law Doctor; 
merely a Citizen, one who does not live by being killed, Alas, 
cold echpse has all along hung over the Lamotte household. 
Countesa Boulainvil tiers, it is true, writes in the most feeling 
manner; but then the Royal Finances are so deranged I With- 
out personal pressing solicitation, ou the spot, no Court- sohcitor, 
were hie Pension the meagrest, can hope to better it. At 
Luneville the sun, indeed, ahinea ; and theio is a kind of Life ; 
but only an TJn-Parisian, half or quarter Life ; the very trades- 
men grow olamoroua, and no cuuningly-deviaed fable, ready-money 
alone will appease them. Commandant Marquis d'Autichamp* 
agrees with Madams Coulainvilliers that a journey to Paris were 
the project ■ whither, also, ha himself is just going. Perfidious 
Commandant Afarquis 1 His pbn is seen through : he dares to 
presume to make love to a Scion-of-Boyalty ; or to hint that he 
could dare to presume to do it 1 Whereupon, indignant Count 
de Lamotte, as we said, throws' up his commission, and down his 
firearms, without further delay. The King loses a tall private 
sentinel ; the World has a new blackk-g : and Monsieur and 
Madame de Lamotte take places in the Diligence for Strasburg. 

Good Fostermother Boulainvilliers, however, is no longer at 
Strasburg : she is forwartl at the Archiepis copal Palace in Saveme ; 
on a visit there, to his Eminence Cardinal Commendator, Grand- 
Almoner Archbishop Prince Louis de Bohan ! Thus, then, has 
Destiny at last brought it about Thus, after long wanderings, 
on paths BO far separate, has the time come, in this late year 1783, 
when, of all the nine hundred millions of the Earth's denizens, 
those preappointed Two behold each other ! 

The foolish Cardinal, since no sublunary means, not even 
bribing of the Trianon Concierge, will serve, has taken to the 
superlunary : he is here, with hia fuced-idea and volcanic vaporo- 
eity darkening, under Cagliostro's management, into thicker 
and thicker opaque, — of the Black-Art itself. To the glance 
of hungry genius, CaTdinal and Caglioatro could not but have 
meaning A flush of astonishment, a sigh over boundless wealth 
(for the mouutains of debt lie invisible) in the hands of bound- 
less Stupidity ; some vague looming of indefinite hope : all this 
one can well fancy. But, alas, what, to a high plush Cardinal, 
ifl B now insolvent Scion -of-Royalty, — though with a face of 
some piquancy 1 The good Fostermothor's visit, in any case, 
can lost but three days; then, amid old namby-pamby ings^ with 
efl^sions of the nobler aensibilitiea and tears of pity at least for 
oneuclf. Countess do Lamotte, and husband must off with her to 
Paris, and now possibilities at Court. Only when the sky again 
darkens, can this vague looming from Saveme look out, by flts, 
■a a chi-uring weather-sign. 




CHAPTER VL 

WILL THE TWO FIIED-IDBA8 USITEt 

HowBvBR, the sky, according to eustom, is not long in darkening 
again. The King's finances, wo repeat, are in bo distracted a 
state ! No D'Ormesson, no Joly de Fleury, wearied with milking 
the already dry, will increase that scandalous Thirty Pounds of 
a Soion-of -Royalty by a single doit Calonixe himself, who has a 
willing ear and encouraging word for all mortals whatsoever, only 
with difficulty, and by aid of Madame of France,* raises it to 
Home still miserable Sixty-five. Worst of all, the good Foster- 
mother Boulainvilliera, in few months, suddenly dies : tho 
wretched widower, sitting there, with his white hnndkerohiof, to 
receive condolences, with closed shutters, mortuary lape-itriee, 
and sepulcliral creasete burning (which, however, the instant the 
condolences ore gone, Un blows out, to save oil), has the audaci^ 
again, amid crocodile tears, to — drop hints !t Nay more, he, 
wretched man in all senses, abridges the Lamotte table ; will 
besiege virtue both in the positive and negative way. The 
Lamottes, wintry as the world looks, cannot be gone too soon. 

As to Lamotte the husband, he, for shelter against much, 
decisively dives do'tvn to the ' subterranean shades of Baecoldom ;' 
gambles, swindles; can hope to live, miscellaneously, if not by 
the Grace of God, yet by the Overeight of the DevU, — for a time. 
Lamotte the wife also makes her pack^esf and waving the un- 
seductivo Count Boulainvilliers Save-all a disdainful farewell, 
removes to the Belle Image in Versailles ; there within wind of 
Court, in attic apartments, on poor water-gtuel board, resolves to 
await what con betide. So much, in a few months of this fateful 
year 1783, has come and gone. 

Poor Jeanne de Saint-Kemi do Lomotto Valoia, Eic-Mantuo- 
maker, Scion-of-Royaity ! What eye, looking into those bare 
attic apartments anxl water-gniel platters of the Belie Image, 
but must, in spite of itself, grow dim with almost a kind of tear 
for thee ! There ihou art, witli thy quick lively glances, faeo 
of a certain piquancy, thy gossamer untamable character, snap- 
pish sallies, ghb all-managing tongue; thy whole incarnated, 
garmented and so sharply appetent 'spark of Life;' cast down 
nlive into this World, without vote of thine (for the Elective 
Franchises ha\-e not yet got that length) ; and wouldat so fais^ 
live there. Paying scot-and-lot ; providing, or fj'esh-scouri: 
silk court-dresses; 'always keeping a gig'! Thou i 
and shark to and fro, from anteroom to anteroom ; become j 
kind of terror to all men in place, and women tJiat ijifluei 
such; dance not light Ionic measures, but attendance merely! 
have weepings, thanksgiving effusions, aulic, almost foreni* 
eloquence ; perhaps oke-out thy thin livelihood by Bomo i 
quetries, la the small way; — and so, most poverty-stricken 
blighted, yet with young keen blood stitiggling against it, a 
forward tiiy unequal feeble -thread, which the Atropos-scisi 
will soon clip ! 

Surely now, if ever, wei« that vague looming from SaT« 
welcome, as a wcnthereign. How doubly welcome is hia plot 
Eminence's personal arrival I — for with the earliest spring he h' 
come in person, as he periodically does ; vaporlfic, driven b; \ 
fixed-idea. 

Genius, of the mechanical-practical kind, what is it bat | 
bringing together of two Forces that fit each other, Uiat will gill 
birth to a third) Ever, from Tuhalcain's lime. Iron lay r 
hammered ; Water, also, was boiling and bunting : nevertbelM 
for want of a genius, there was as yet no Steam-engine. In I_ 
Eminence Prince Louis, in that huge, restless, incoherent Beitt 
of his, depend on it, brave Countess, tliere are Forces deep, 
manifold ; nay, a fixed-idea concentrates Uie whole huge Inoo- 
herence as it were into one Force : cannot the eye of genius 
discover its fellow t 

Communing much with the Court vaktalUt; our bravo 
Countess has more tlkan once heard talk of Boehmi-r, of his 
Necklace, and Ihroateued death by water; in the course of 
gossiping and tattling, this topic from time to time emerges ; is 
oommeutcd apon with empty laughter, — as if theru lay no fartJber 
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TIIE DIAMOM) NECKLACE. 



iiipn.niDg in it. To the commou eye there ia indeed none : but to 
the eye of genioB I In some moment of inapiration, the question 
rises on our brave Lamotte : Were not thig, of all extant Forces, 
tlic cogn&te one that woald nnite with Eminence Bolian'a t Great 
moment, light-beaming, fire-flashing; like birth of Minerva ; like 
all moments of Creation ! Fancy how pulse and breath flutter, 
almost Etop, in the greatness : thQ,great not Divine Idea, tlie great 
Diabolic Idea, is too big for her. — Thought (how often must we 
repeat it J) rules the world. Fire and, in a less degree. Frost; 
Earth and Sea (for what is your swiftest ship, or ateamahip, but 
a T^wffW—emboilicd inwoodl); Reformed Parliaments, rise and 
ruin of Nations,— sale of Diamonds r ail things ohey Thought. 
Countess dfl Saint-Bemi de Lamotte, by power of ITiought, ia 
now a made woman. With force of genius she represses, crushes 
deep down, her Undivine Idea ; bonds all her faculty to realise 
it. Prepare thyself, Reader, for a scries of the most aurpriaing 
Dramatic Representations ever exhibited on any stage. 

We hear tell of Dramatists, and scenic illusion how ' natural, 
Iiow illusive it was : if the spectator, for some half-moment, car 
half-deceive himself into the belief that it was real, he departf 
doubly content. With all which, and much more of the like, I 
liave no quarrel. But what must bo thought of the Female 
Dramatist who, for eighteen long months, can exhibit the 
beautifuleat Fata-morgana to a plush Cardinal, wide awake, with 
fifty yeara on his head ; and so lap him in her scenic illusion 
that he never doubts but it is all firm earth, and the pasteboard 
Coulisse-trees are producbg Hesperides apples ? Could Madarai 
do Lamotte, then, have written a Ilamletf I conjecture, not 
More goes to the writing of a Hamlet than completest ' imitation ' 
of all characters and things in this Earth ; there goea, before and 
beyond all, the rarest understanding of these, insight into their 
hidden essences and harmonica, Erasmus's Ape, as is known 
Literary History, sat by while its Master was shaving, a 
' imitated ' every point of the process ; but its own foolish beard 
grew never the smoother. 

As in looking at a finished Drama, it were nowise meet tlmt 
the spectator first of all got behind the scenes, and saw the burnt- 
corks, brayed-reain, thunder-barrels, and withered hunger-bitten 
men and women, of which such heroic work was made : so here 
with the reader. A peep into the side-scenes shall be gi'anted 
him, from time to time. But, on the whole, repress, O reader, 
that too insatiable scientific curiosity of thine ; let iJiy cesthelic 
feeling first have play ; and witness what a Prospero's-grotto poor 
Eminence Rohan ia led into, to bo pleased he knows not why. 

Survey first what we might call the stage-liglita, orchestra, 
general structure of the theatre, mood and condition of the 
audience. The theatre is the World, with its restless business 
and madness; near at hand rise the royal Domes of Versailles, 
mystery around them, and as background the memory of a 
thousand years. By the side of the Kivcr Seine walks, haggard, 
wasted, a Joaillier-Bijoutier de la Keine, with Necklace in his 
pocket. The audience is a drunk Christopher Sly in the fittest 
humour. A fixed-idea, driving him headlong over steep places, 
like that of the Gadarcnes' Swine, has produced a deceptibility, 
as of desperation, that will clutch at straws. Understand one 
other word : Caglioatro is prophesying to him I The Quack of 
Quacks has now for yeara had him in leading. Transmitting 
' predictions in cipher ; ' questioning, before Hieroglyphic Screens, 
Columbs in s state of inuocenco, for elixirs of life, and philoso- 
pher's stone ; unveiling, in fuliginous clear-obscure, an imaginary 
majesty of Nature; he isolates him more and more from all 
unpossessed men. Was it not enough that poor Rohan had 
become a dissolute, somnolent-violont, ever-vapoury Mud-volcano; 
but black Egyptian magic must be laid on him ! 

If perhaps, too, our Countess de Lamotte, with her blandish- 
nienta — ^1 For though not beautiful, she ' has a certain piquancy' 
et cetera /—Enough, his poor Eminence sits in the fittest place, in 
the fittest mood : a newly-awakened Christopher Sly ; and with 

his 'small ale' too beside him. Touch, only, the lighta 

firotipt rod ; and let the orchestra, aoft-warbling, strike up their 
f ara-lara fiddle-diddle-dee I 



CHAPTER Vn. 




SccH a soft-warbling fara-lara was it to his Eminence, when, 
ly January of the year 1784, our Countess first, myateri- 
ously, and under seal of sworn secrecy, hinted to him that, with 
her winning tongue and great talent as Anecdotic Historian, she 
had worked a passage to the ear of Queen's Majesty itself.* 
Gods ! dost l/ioH bring with thee airs from Heaven 1 la thy face 
yet radiant with some reflex of that Brightness beyond bright 1— 
Men with fixed-idea are not as other men. To listen to a plain 
varnished tale, such aa your Dramatist can fashion ; tn ponder 
the words; to snuff them up, aa Ephroim did the east wind, and 
grow flatulent and drunk with them : what else could poor 
Eminence dol His poor somnolent, so swift-rocked soul feels a. 
new element infused into it; turbid resinous light, wide- corus- 
cating, glares over the waste of his imagination. Is he interested 
in the mysterious tidings 1 Hops has seized them; there is in 
the world nothing else that interests him. 

The secret friendship of Queens is not a thing to be let sleep ; 
ever new Palace Interviews occur ; — yet in deepest privacy ; for 
how should her Majesty awaken so many tongues of Principalities 
and Nobilities, male and female, that spitefully watch herl 
Above all, however, ' on the 2nd of February,' that day of ' the 
Procession of blue Bibands,'t much waa spoken of : somewhat, 
too, of Monaeigneur de Rohan I — Poor Monseigneur, hadst thou 
three long ears, thou'dst hear her. 

But will she not, perhaps in some future priceless Interview, 
speak a good word for theol Thyself shalt sjieak it, happy Emi- 
nence ; at least, write it : our tutelaiy Countess will be tho 
bearer I — On the 21st of March goes off that long exculpatory 
imploratory Letter: it is the first Letter that went off from 
Cardinal to Queen ; to bo followed, in time, by ' above two hun- 
dred others ; ' which are graciously answered by verbal Messages, 
nay at length by Royal Autographs on gilt paper, — the whole 
delivered by our tutelary Countess.J The tutelary Countess 
comes and goes, fetching and carrying ; with the gravity of a 
Bomon Augur, inspects those extraordinary chicken-bowels, and 
draws prognostics from them. Things are in fair train : the 
DauphinesB took some offence at Monseigneur, but the Q 
nigh forgotten it. No inexorable Queen ; ah no I So good, so 
free, light-hearted ; only sore beset with malicious Polignocs and 
others; — at times, also, short of money. 

Marie- Antoinette, as the reader well knows, has been much 
blamed for want of Etiquette. Even now, when t!ie other ac- 
cusations against her have sunk down to oblivion and the Father of 
Lies, this of wanting Etiquette survives her;— iu the Castle of 
Ham, at this houT,g M. de Polignac and Company may be n 
ing their hands, not without an oblique glance at her for bringing 
them thither. She indeed discarded Etiquette ; once, when her 
carriage broke down, she even entered a hackney.coach. She 
would walk, too, at Trianon, in mere straw-hat, and perhaps 
mnslin gown ! Hence, tho Knot of Etiquette being loosed, the 
Frame of Society broke up ; and those astonishing ' Horrors of 
the French Revolution ' supervened. On what Damocles' hairs 
must the judgment-sword hang over this distracted Earth ! 

Thus, however, it waa that Tenterden Steeple brought, an 
influx of the Atlantic on ns, and so Goodwin Sands. Thus too, 
might it be that because Father Noah toot the liberty of, say, 
rinaing out his wine-vat, his Ark was floated off, and a world 
drowned. — Beautiful Highborn that wert so foully hurled low ! 
For, if thy Being came to thee out of old Hapsburg Dynasties, 
came it not also (like my own) out of Heaven 1 Sunt laelirymm 
rerum, et menlem mortalia langutit. Oh, ia there a man's heart 
that thinks, witliout pity, of those long months and years of slow- 
wasting ignominy ;—H3f thy Birth, soft-cradled in Imperial Schon- 

* Compnre Itohan's JWinoir?* pour {[Lore are tonr of them), in the 
Affaire du CoUitr, with Lamoite's four. They go on in tho way of 
CDDlrorers;, at argnmenC and i-eipODse. 

t L^molle' a Mimaire, JuiHficatifK (London. 1788). 

t See George] : see Lomatts's Mimaira: in her Appendii □( 
' DooninentB ' lo that Tolumo certaiu of Iheie Letteti aie gitea. 

S i.a. 1833. 
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tbMl 0,lli[iikDolo(lbM*;tURko(HniwboaillwnwonluppMt, 
tha CracMiprf, — who alwi tnadiog the witufnm almu, fnitited 
•onmritUl Amftt; sad triiiHii)lMaovCTit,«Kl made itlu>l]r;and 
boUlof Ha'HucbiarjrofSomw/forlhMaDd aU the imtehed ; 
Tbr palli td tfcorna la Digh Muled. Ona luog last look at lb« 
Tiub^iaa, wkaiv tfaT atap waa onea ao light, — where tbj children 
•hall not (iwelL Tlia Tiea4 it on the bloolc ; the axe rnahea — 
iJiiinb liM tha WorLl ; tliat wiM-ydllnK Wgrkl, and oU itc 
Uiadiwaa, ia twbiiul Ibae. 

Ihautifiil Uigtilxtni that wart u> tmWj buriod low I But yet 
In Ibjr innocMit gracefuUjr haedlcaa Mcludon, unintroded on by 
fn«, will)* ruda batida havw not yet doaecntted it. I}« the curtaind, 
that difwud-in {i( for lbs laai tine on tbia Earth) a Royal Life, 
■till aatrnd to ma. Tliy £ault, in the French Kevolution, was that 
thmi wert Din Hyinbol of tha Sin and Miaeiy of a thousand yean ; 
tliat with Baiiil'liartliok'mewa and Jacquenea, with Oabellea and 
Itragonndea aud ['uca-anx-cerfi, the heart of tuankind waa filled 
fitll,-~aiid foanwd over, into all-involving nutdneae. To no 
XaiMloon, t'l iiu Crotawoll wort thott wedded : auch >Jt not in the 
lilgiiMl rank, uf tlmnieelvat ; an railed on high by the shaking 
and nr>i)fi,iiniting u( ell the tanka t Am poor peaaanU, liow Imjijiy, 
wi«lhy bod ye two been I But by evil deatiny yo were rawle a. 
King nitil Queun i)f; and eo both once roore— are become an 
oatoulabineiit and a bywurd to all tint eit 



CHAFTKli VIII. 

TUI TWO PlXICn-mKAH WUJ. UXITB. 

" CoUKTUa riK Lamiittb, tbi'ii, bad perii^trjite'l into the coniidence 
ii( lliu (^UKiiii 1 Thou) ttilt-papeT AuCoyrujib* weru actually written 
by tita tjiieeii I " Rundor, forget not to reprene that too uiantiable 
wleiitlDn eurioilty of tliine I Wliat I know i«, thnt a certain 
VillDlta-dn-ltAtaiix, witli military wblnktra, duniii-n of l{a«ciildotn, 
rumraila thoni of Moniieur leCumt^, ia >kiltul in imitating hondR. 
t'l'ilain It ia alao, ttiat Madame la r'omt(->i>iD lion (K'notrutod to the 
TrkiinD->I)<iorkMij)er'i, Nay, nn Gimiiun liomclf murt admit, she 
baa iiiKt, *al a Maii-midwife'a in VxtiuUltMi,' with worthy (juunn'a- 
viilt't ti-aulaiu, — or Ouacdoe, for thore ia no uniformity in it. 
Witlt tbvBii, or the like of thead, nhu in the bnck-parlour of the 
I'alaee itai>lf {\i Ulo enough), luay pick a merrythought, sip tlie 
(nam from o gloa* of Cliampogno. No farther seek her honours to 
ilUitliiKK, fur the iircwnt ; or onatomionlly divaect, aa we Btiid, Ihoso 
extm<iniinary ebliiknnlKiwulii, from which *lit, and ahe alono, can 
rwd Di'ori'fe uf Fete, and also rooliio them. 

Hi]>'|iiiii, •niwi ibmi hia Kminrnoe waiting tliero, In the moon- 
Ilglit, Uuvoriiig to end fro on the back torrooe, till »ho come out 
-(nun the lul^l^able Interview If lie ia dote mudlud ; walks 
natliiaaly uUervaiit ; »hy aUo, and courting the iJiado. She 
noiiine : iiji cbnor wiUi thy capote, O Kuiinonce, down with thy 
t1^>a•lb^l^l ; for *ho baa on eK>ort 1 'Ti* but the psod Mouaieur 
(jUMuVvalut LeioUux : and now bo li aont back fjuM, at no 
liintpir nenlfid. Mark him, Monaoi^'nuur, nevorlbvleaii ; thou 
will Mie hlin yet ojiother time, Monavigueur morka little : bis 
hnatt la in the ineffable Interview, ia the gUt-paper Autograph 
«l(>na.~QuMn'a- valet LmoUuxI Metbinka, he haa much tbi' 
•tature of VillatU, deniam of Raacaldom I Impoeubla 1 
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maletwl, bat ot Eattcat;-^ eooport for the Flmt ahe l_ 
tmaat^ Him rto haa decarcd all Enmpe de en imilertake lo 
deceive. Hit CohuBb^ demoaie M— imj— . Igyptian yijiiiT. 
what it all Ihit to the Ught^^^h^ exelasnlr pfacttnl 
LwBOtto t It nnu off ixam ba, » all a|Mi iilaliiB. good, Iwd, 
nd iadiSerent, haa alwaya douc^ 'tika water CroB ono in wax- 
doth dmaa.' With the lipa meamwhila aha can hmna it ; Oil of 
FlaUay, the beat patent mnlitrietion known, anhduea all 
bngnlacities wfaataoerer. 

On Caglioctro, again, <m hia sid^ a certain aiiea«y feeling 
n^t, for momently intrude tteelf ; the nven loves not lavene. 
Bat what can he do I Nay, she ia partly playing hu game ; f*.n 
he not ipill ber foil cup yet, at the right eeaaon, and pack ber 
oDt of doors t Oftcneet, in their joyona orgies, i-hia light 
faacinatiog Connteae,~~who perbqM has a design on hit heart, 
teema to him but one other of thoiae light PapUitma, who have 
fluttered round him in all dimatee ; whom with grim muzzle he 
baa snapt by the tliouisand. 

Thue, what with light fascinating Counter what with Quack 
of Quacks, poor Eminence de Rohan lies safe ; bis mud-volcano 
placidly simmering in thick Egyptian haze ; withdrawn from &U 
the world. Uoving figures, as of men, he sees ; takes not the 
trouble to look bL Court-cousins rally him ; ace answered in 
silence ; or, if it go too far, in mud-ejplosiona terrifico-absurd. 
Court-^ousins and all mankind are unreal shadows merely ; 
'^neon'a favour the only aubetance. 

NeverlhelcsB, ibe ^Vorld, on iU side too, has an existence; 
lied not idle in these days. It baa got its Versaillea Treaty 
si|,'.icd, long months ago ; and the plenipotentiaries all homo 
again, for votes of tlmnks. Paris, London, and other great 
Cities and small, are working, intriguing, dying, being bom. 
There, in the Rue Taranne, for instance, the once noisy Denia 
Diderot has fallen silent enough. Here also, in Bolt Court, 
ulJ Samuel Jolmson, like an over-wearied Giant, must Le down, 
and slumber without dream: — the rattling of carriages and 
wains, ond all the world's din and business, rolling by, aa ever, 
from of old. — Sieuc Boebmer. however, has not yet drowned 
iiimeelf in the Seine ; only walks haggard, wasted, purposing to 
do it. 

News (by the merest accident in the world) reach Sieut 
Boehmor of Madame's new favour with her M^esty I Men will 
do much before they drown. Sieur Boehmer's Necklace ia on 
Madame'e table, his gutlurol-nasal rhetoric in her ear : he will 
abate many a pound and penny of the first just price ; he will 
give cheerfully a Thousand Louia-d'or, as eadeau, to the generous 
Soion-of-Royalty that shall persuade her Majesty. The man's 
importunities grow quite annoying to our Countess ; who, in 
her glib way, satirically prattles how she has been bored, — to 
Monseigneur, among others. 

Dozing un down cushions, for inwards, with soft ministering 
Ilebes, and luxurious appliances; with ranked Ueyducs, and 
n VaUlaiUe innumerable, that shut-out the proso-world and its 
discord : tlius lioa Monseigneur, in enchanted dream. Can he, 
even in sleep, forgot his tutelary Countess, aud her aervicel 
By the delicatest presents he alleviates her distresBei, moat un- 
dvsorved. Nay, onoe or twice, gilt Autographs, from a Queen, 
— with whom be is evidently rising to unknown heights in 
favour, — have done Monseigneur ihe honour to moke him 
Itrr Mi^csly't Grand Almoner, when the case was preemng. 
Monseigneur, wo say, has had the honour to disburse charitable 
coeh, on her M^cety's behalf, to this or the other distnased 
deserving object : say only to the length of a few thonsand 
pound*, advanced from his own funds ;— her Majesty being at 
tlio moment so pout, and charity a thing that will not wait. 
I Alwaya Madame, good, foolish, gadding creature, takea charge of 
I delivering the money. — Itladame can descend from her attica, h 
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THE DIAMOND NEOKLACE. 



the Bdle Image ; and fwel the smiles of Nature and Fortune, a 
little; ao honnteous has the Queen's Majesty been," 

To Monaeigneut the power o£ money over highest female 
hearts had never been incredible PresenU have, many times, 
■worked wonders. But then, O Heavens, vrhat present 1 Scarcely 
were the Cloud-Compeller himself, all coined into new Louis- 
d'or, worthy to alight in auoh a lap, Loans, charitable disburse- 
ments, however, as we see, are permissible ; these, by defect of 
payment, may become presents. In the vortex of his Eminence's 
day-dreams, lumbering multiform slowly round, this of impor- 
tunate Boehmer and hia Necklace, from time to time, turns up, 
la the Queen's Majesty at heart desirous of it ; but again, at the 
moment, too poor? Our tutelary Countess answers vaguely, 
mysteriously ; — confesses at last, under oath of secrecy, her own 
private suspicion that the Queen wants this same Necklace, of all 
things ; but dare not, for a stingy husband, buy it. She, the 
Countess de Lamotte, will look farther into the matter; and, it 
aught serviceable to his Eminence can be suggested, will in a 
good way suggest it, in the proper quarter. 

Walk warily. Countess de Lamotte ; for now, with thickening 
breath, thou approachest the moment of momenta ! Principalities 
and Powers, Partcment, Orand Chamhre, and Tournelle, with all 
their whips and gibbetrwbeela ; the very Crack of Doom hangs 
over thee, if thou trip. Forward, with nerve of iron, on shoes of 
felt ; like a Treasure- digger, in silence, looking neither to the 
right nor left, — where yawn abysses deep as the Pool, and all 
Pandemonium hovers, eager to rend thee into rags 1 

CHAPTER IX, 
Pauk of vKRSAiLLKs. 
Or will the leader incline rather, taking the other and sunny 
side of the matter, to enter that Lamottic-Circean theatrical 
establishment of Monaeigneur de Rohan; and see there how, 
under the best of Dramaturgists, Melodrama with sweeping pall 
flits past him ; while the enchanted Diamond fruit is gradually 
ripening, to fall by a shake t 

The 28th of July, of this same momentous 1784, has come; 
and with it the most rapturous tumult into the heart of Mon- 
eeignenr. Ineffable expectancy stirs-up his whole soul, with the 
much that lies therein, from its lowest foundations: home on 
wild seas to Annida Islands, yet as is fit, through Horror dim- 
hovering round, he tumultuonsly rocks. To the Cbfiteau, to the 
Park ! This night the Queen will meet thee, the Queen herself : 
BO far has our tutelary Countess brought it. What can minis- 
terial impediments, Polignac intrigues, avail agoinst the favour, 
nay — Heaven and Earth I — perhaps the tenderness of a Queen 1 
She vaaishea from amid their mesh-work of Etiquette and Cabal ; 
descends from her celestial Zodiac, to thee a shepherd of Latmoe, 
Alas, a white-bearded pursy shepherd, fat and scant of breath I 
Who can account for the taste of females? But thou, burnish 
up thy whole faculties of gallantry, thy fifty-years experience of 
the sex; this night, or never I — In such unutterable meditations 
does Monseigneur restlessly spend the day ; and long for darkness, 
yet dread it. 

Darkness has at length come. The perpendicular rows of 
Heyducs, in that Palais or H5tel de Strasbourg, are all cast 
horizontal, prostrate in sleep ; the very Concierge resupine, with 
open mouth, audibly drinks-in nepenthe ; when Monseigneur, ' in 
blue greatcoat, with slouched hat,' issues softly, with his hench- 
man Plant*! of the Grisons, to the Park of Versailles. Planta 
must loiter invisible in the distance ; Slouched-hat will wait hero, 
among the lenfy thickets; till our tutelary Countess, 'in black 
domino,' announce the moment, which surely must he near. 

The night is of the darkest for the season ; no Moon ; warm, 
slumbering July, in motionless clouds, drops fatness over the 
Earth. The very stars from the Zenith see not Monseigneur; see 
only his and the world's cloud-covering, fringed with twilight in 
the far North. Midiught, telling itself forth from these shadowy 
Palace Domes 1 All the steeples of Versailles, the villages around, 
with metal tongue, and huge Paris itself dull-droning, answer 
drowsily, Yes ! Sleep rules this Hemisphere of the World. From 
Arctic to Antarctic, the Life of our Earth lies all, in long swaths, 
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like those rows of Heyducs and snoring Concierge), 
ly mown down, from vertical to horizontal, by Sleep! 
Bather curious to consider. 

The flowers are all asleep in Little Trianon, the roses tolded-in 
for the night ; but the Rose of Roses still wakes. wundrtjus 
Earth 1 doubly wondrous Park of Versailles, with Little and 
Great Trianon, — and a scarce-breathing Monseiyueur I Ye 
Ifydraulics of Lenotre, that also slumber, with Etofwocks, in your 
deep leaden chambers, babble not of Mth, when ye arise. Ye 
odorous balm-shcubs, huge spectral Cedars, thou aacred Boscage 
of Hornbeam, ye dim I'aviLions of the Peerless, whisper not! 
Moon, lie silent, hidden in thy vacant cnve ; no slar look down : 
lefneitber Heaven nor Hell peep through the blanket of the Niylit, 
to cry. Hold, Hold I— The Black Domino 1 Hal Yes !— Wilh 
stouter step than might have been expected, Monseigneur is under 
way ; the Black Domino had only to whisper, low and eager ; ' In 
the Hornbeam Arbour I ' And now. Cardinal, now ! — Yes, there 
hovers the white Celestial ; ' in white robe of tirum mouclietf,' liner 
than moonshine ; a Juno by her bearing ; there, in that bosket 1 
Monseigneur, down on thy knees ; never can red breecliea be 
better wasted. 0, he would kiss the royal shoetie, or its shadow 
if there were one : not words ; only broken gaapings, murmuring 
prostrations, eloquently speak his meaning. But, ah, behold ! 
Our tutelary Black Domino, in haste, with vehement whisper : 
'Onvient!' The white Juno drops a fairest Rose, with these ever- 
memorable words: 'Vou* mvez ee quo cda vent dire, You know 
what that means;' vanishes in the thickets, the Black Domino 
hurrybg her with eager whisper of 'Vile, vite. Away, away ! ' for 
the sound of footsteps (doubtless from Madame and Madame 
d'Artois, unwelcome sisters that tbey are !) is approaching fust. 
Monseigneur picks up his Rose ; runs as for the King's plate, 
almost overturns poor Planta, whose laugh assures him that al! 
is safe.* 

Ixion de Rohan, happiest mortal of this world, since the 
first Ixion, of deathless memory, — who nevertheless, in that 
cloud -em brace, begat strange Centaurs! Thou art Prime Minister 
of France without peradventure : is not this the Rose of Royalty, 
worthy to become ottar of roses, and yield perfume forever 1 How 
thou, of all people, wilt contrive to govern France, in these very 
peculiar times — But that is little to the matter. There, doubtless, 
is thy Rose (which, methinks, it were well to have a Box or Casket 
made for): nay, was there not in the dulcet of thy Juno's ' Vom 
eavez ' a kind of trepidation, a quaver, — as of still deeper meanings ! 

Reader, there is hitherto no item of this miracle that is not 
historically proved and true. — In distracted black-magical phan- 
taamagory, adumbrations of yet higher and highest Dalliancest 
hover stupendous in the background : whereof your Georgels, and 
Campnua, and other ofijcial characters can take no notice I There 
in distracted black-magical phantasraagory, let these hover. The 
truth of them for us is that they do so hover. The truth of them 
in itself is known only to three persons : Dome self-styled Countess 
de Lamotte ; the Devil ; and Philippe Egnlit^, — who furnished 
money and facts for the Lamotte Memoirs, and, before guillotiuc- 
ment, begat the present King of the French. 

Enough that Ixion de Rohan, lapsed almost into dcHquium, 
by such sober certainty of waking bliss, is tlie happiest of all 
men ; and hta tutelary Countess the dearest of all women, savi 
one only. On the 2Clb of August (so strong atill are thos<? 
villanous Drawing-room cabals) he goes, weeping, but submis- 
sive, by order of a gilt Autograph, home to Saveme ; till farthi'v 
dignities can be matured for him. He carries his Rose, now con- 
siderably faded, in a Casket of fit price ; may, if he so please, 
perpetuate it as pot-pourri. He names a favourite walk in his 
Archiepiscopal pleasure-grounds. Promenade de la Rof ; there let 
him court digestion, and loyally somnambnlatc till called for. 

* Compare Georgel, Lamotle's ifimoint Justificatyft, and the iUmoirr* 
jicur of (lie vationa partjea, eapeciallj Gay d'Oliva's. Oaorgol places tlj» 
Ecene ia ifae year 17U5 ; quite wrong. Lamotte's royal ' Aiicagraplta ' {ut 
given in ihe Appendix Co Mimoirei Jutlifieatify) seem to be misduted as tu 
the day of the moath. Tbora Is oodleas eoataaioii of dates. 

i Lamotte's ilimoira Juslificatili ; Ma. Songs in [he Agairt du CalUfT, 
etc. etc. Nothing can exceed ibabrulalitj of tbcgs tMags {iinGt furPrini 
or Pen) : itbich nererlbeleBa fonnd believers. — increase ol believers, in 
Ihe pablio eiasptrrnticn ; and did the Queen, taj all bcr bistoriaaK. 
incalcuIaUe doimige. 
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I notice it OB a coi&ddcnae ia clirouolc^, that, few ilaja 
after this daU, the Deniuiwlle (or eveo, for the last month, 
fSarotmM) Gay d'OUva bcgon to find CoonUaa do Lamotw 'not at 
home,' in hur fine Fiina hotel, in her fine Charonne countrj-bouse ; 
and went no more, witli Viilettc, and euoh pleasant dinner-^este, 
ftud lier, to see Ueanmaruhuis' Mariwje de Fi'juro* running its 

hundred nights. 

CHAPTER X. 
Dears D thk bceses, 
' Thk Qoees I ' Good reader, iliou surely art not a Partridge the 
ScboolmaBter, or a Monseigneur de Rohan, to miatake the stage 
for a ruaJity ! — ' But who this Demoisello d'Oliva was 1 ' Beader, 
let lu remark t«thcr how the laboois of oar Dramaturgic Coauteas 
are increasing. 

Xew actors I see on the scene ; not one of whom shall guess 
what the other is doing ; or, indeed, know tightly what himself is 
doing. For c^tample, cannot Mcsaieuis de Lamotte and ViUelte, 
lil Rascaldom, like Nisus and Euryalu?, take a midnight walk of 
eoutemplation, with ' footsteps of Itladame and Madame d'Artois' 
(tince all footsteps ore much the same), without offence to any 
•.ne t A Queen's Similitude can believe that a Queen's Self, for 
frolic's sake, is looking at her through the thickets ;+ u terteatrial 
Cardinal can kiss with devotion a celestial Queen's slipper, or Queen's 
Similitude's slipper, — and no one but a Black Domino the wiser. 
All these shall follow each his precaiculated course ; for their inward 
mechanism is known, and fit wires hook themselves on this. To 
Two only is a clear belief vouchsafed : to Monseigneur, a clear 
belief founded on stupidity ; to the great creative Dramaturgist, 
sitting at the heart of the whole mystery, a clear belief founded 
on completeet insight. Great creative Dramaturgist ! How, like 
Scliiller, ' by union of the Possible with the Necessarily-existing, 
she brings out the' — Eighty thousand Pounds! Don Aranda, 
with hia triple-sealed missives and hoodwinked secretaries, bragged 
justly that he cut-down the Jcauits in one day ; but here, without 
ministerial salary, or King's favour, or any help beyond her own 
black domino, labours a greater than he. Uow she advances, 
stealthily, steadfastly, with Argus eye and over-ready brain ; with 
nerve of iron, on shoes of felt ! worthy to have intrigued for 
Jeauildom, for Pope's Tiara ;— to have been Pope Joan thyself, in 
those old days ; and as Antchne of Arachues, sat in the centre of 
that stupendous spider-web, which, reaching from Goa to Acapulco, 
and from Heaven to Hell, overneltod the thoughts and souls of 
men ! — Of which spider-web stray tatters, in favourable dewy 
mornings, even yot become visible. 

The Demoiselle d'Oliva t She is a Parisian Demoisello of three- 
and-twenty, toll, blond, and beautiful ;^ from unjust guardians, 
and an evil world, she has had somewtiat to sulTer. 

' In this month of June, 1T84,' says the Demoisello herself, in 
her (judicial) Autobiography, ' I occupied a small apsrtment in 
the Hue du Jour, Quartier St. Eustache. I was not far fi'om the 
Garden of the Palais-Royal ; I had made it my usual promenade.' 
for, indeed, the real God's-trutb is, I was a Parisian unfortunote- 
fomolo, with moderate cnstom ; and one must go where his market 
lies. ' I frequently passed three or four hours of the afternoon 
there, with some women of my acquaintance, and a little cliild of 
four yoars old, whom I was fond of, whom his parents willingly 
truBt«d with me. I even went thither alone, except for him, when 
other company failed. 

•One aftenioon, in the month of July following, I wos at 
the PaUu-Koyal : niy whole company, at tlio moment, was tlie 
i-hild I tpeok of. A tall young man, walking alone, posses 
nevAial times before me. He was a mail I Lad never seen. Ho 
IcMJu at mo ; ho looks fixedly at mo. I observe even that always. 



* Gay d'Olirn'* First M/nunre puur. p. 37. 

t Sm Lamotto; Ms Gay d'Oliva, 

t 1 waa that) prcsaiiWd ' to two Lailioa, nnu of whom ni remnTkabte 
fir thvnohniiwt^horibapai she bail blue oyoa and cbvitnul bur' (Bette 
•I'KKanlille'* Second Mmoin fovrt in tbs Huitt de V Affaire du CoIUsr). 
Tbi< i» tbo whoiD Btiltv and Itolta'a Advucnlo ititati<ted the world to take 
(<ir Oay d'Olir*. ' Tlis otbar li of middloniBt dark c;ei. chFilnat hair, 
wliilB oamplexioB i tba suund (if bar rnico Is ntfreoabla ; iho ipoaka 

{••rractly wail, Bod with no tn» faculty than riTaoiCj : ' tliiii ooe la inonnt 
or L*niatt«. Oliia's real a»tau wu Kiiifcny i tbe Omvb (Oi.ihva, anaKnin 
of Valom) waa giren bar by Lainatl« along with tha title of Baronm (Us. 



as he cones near, he slackens bis pace, as if to survey me more a 
leisure. A cliair stood vocant ; two or three feel from mine, 
seats hioiEcif ther& 

'Till this instant, the sight of the young man, his walke. Lis 
approaches, his repeated gazings, had made no impre^on on me. 
But now when be was sitting so close by, I could not avoid 
noticing him. His eyes ceased not to wander over oil my p 
Hia air becomes earnest, grave. An unquiet curiosity appeon U 
agitata him. He seems to measure my figure, to seize by to 
all parts of my physiognomy. '^ — He finds mo (but whispers n 
syllable of it) tolerably like, both in person ami profile : for ejiM 
tho Abbe Georgel says, I was a belle eaurtUane. 

' It is time to name this young man : he was the Sieur ^ 
Lomotte, styling himself Comte de Lamottc' Who doubts t 
He praises 'my feeble charms;' expresses a wish to 'pay L 
addresses to me,' I, being a lone spinster, know not what ) 
say ; think it best in the mean while to retire. Vain precautioaQ 
' I see him all on a sudden appear in my apartment' I ^ 

On his 'ninth visit' (for he was always civility itself), he 
talks of iatroduciug a great Court-lady, by whose means I may 
even do her filujesly some little secret-service,— the reward of 
which will be unspeakable. In the dusk of the evening, silks 
mysteriously rustle ; enter the creative Dramaturgist, Dame styled 
Countess de Lamotte; and so — the too intrusive scientific reader 
has now, for his punishment, got on the wrong-aide of that. 
loveliest Transparency ; finds nothing but grease-pots, and vapuuEij 
of expiring wieks ! ^ 

The Demoiselle Gay d'Oliva may once mote sit, or stand, in 1 
the I'olais-Royal, with such custom as will come. In due time^ T 
she shall again, but with breath of Terror, be blown upon ; and I 
blown out of France to Lrussels. 

CHAPTER XI. 

Tills NECKLACE 13 SOU). 

Autumn, with its gray moaning winds and coating of rod strewn' 
leaves, invites Courtiers to enjoy tho charms of Nature ; and all' 
business of moment stands still. Countess do Lamotte, whilft 
everything is ea stagnant, and even Eoehmer has locked-up his 
Kecklace and his hopes for the season, can drive, with her Count 
and Euryalus Tillette, down to native Bar-sur- Aube ; and there 
(in virtue of a Queen's bounty) show the envious a Scion-of 
Royalty rr-graf ted ; and make them yellower looking on it. A 
well-vamislicd chariot, with the Arms of Tolois duty painted 
in bend-sinister ; a house gallantly furnished, bodies gallantly 
attired, — secure them the favourablest reception from all manner 
of men. The very Due do Penthiivre (Egalitii's father-in-law) 
welcomes our Lamottc, with that urbanity characteristic of his 
high station and the old school Wotth, indeed, makes the 
man, or woman; but 'leather' of gig-stnips, and 'prunelU' of 
gig-lining, first makes it go. 

The great creative Dramaturgist has thus let down hor droD|^ 
scone ; and only, with a Letter or two to Saveme, or even - —■—" 
thither (for it is but a day's drive from Bar), keeps up 
modicum of intermediate instrumental music. She needs somS" 
pause, in good sooth, to collect herself a little ; fur the last act 
and grand Catastropbe is at hand. Two fixed-ideas, CaidinaJ's 
and Jeweller's, a negative and a positive, have felt each oth«t ; 
stimulated uow by new hope, are rapidly revolving round tax' 
other, and approximating; like two flames, are stfetchii^-oi 
long fire-tongues to join and he one. 

Boehmcr, on his side, is ready with the readiest; as indeed' 
he has been these four long yoars. The Countess, it ia true, 
will have neither part nor lot in tliat foolish cniteau of his, or 
in the whole foolish Kccklace business : this she has, in plain 
words, and even not without asperity, due to a boro of such 
magnitude, given him to know. From her nevcrtholeas, by- 
cunning inference, and the merest accident in the world, tho 
ily Joaillier- Bijou tier has gleaned tlius much, that Monseigneur 
de Rohan is the man. — Enough ! Enough ! Madame ahiUl ba 

more troubled. Rest there, in hope, thou Necklace of tha 
Devil ; but, O Monseigneur, be thy return speedy I 

Alas, tbe man lives not that would be speedier than Moi 
seigneur, if be durst. But u yet no gilt Autograph invites him,, 
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permits him ; the few gilt Autographs ars all negatory, procras- 
tinating. Cabals of Court ; forever cabala 1 !Nay if it be not 
for Bome Necklace, or other such crotchet or necessity, 
knows but he may never be recalled (so fickle is womankind) ; 
but forgotten, and left to rot here, like hia Rose, into jjol-pourri I 
Onr tutelary Connteaa, too, ia shyer in this matter than we evei 
saw her. Nevertheless, by intense skilful oross-queationing, he 
haa extorted somewhat ; sees partly how it stands. The Queen's 
Majesty will have her Necklace ; for when, in such a case, had 
not woman her way t The Queen's Majesty can even pay for 
it — by inBtalments ; but then the stingy husband 1 Once for 
all, she will not be seen in the business. Now, therefore : Were 
it, or were it not, permissible to mortal to transact it secretly in 
her stead 1 That is the question. If to mortal, then to Mi 
seigneur. Our Countess has even ventured to hint afar off at 
Monseignour (kind Countess I) in the proper quarter ; but his 
discretion in regard to money-mattera ia doubted. Discretion 1 
And I on the Promenade de la Moae 1 — Explode not, Eminence I 
Trust will spring of trial ; thy hour is coming. 

The Lamottcs meanwhile have left their farewell card with all 
the respectable classes of Bar-sur-Aube ; our Dramaturgist stands 
again behind the scenes at Paris. How is it, Monseigneur, 
that she is still so shy with thee in this matter of the Necklace 
that she leaves the love-lorn Latmian shepherd to droop, here it 
lone Savome, like weeping-ash, in naked winter, on his Promenade 
of the liose, with vague commonplace responses that his hour 
coming I— By Heaven and Earth ! at lost in late January, it 
lutme. Behold it, this new gilt Autograph : 'To Paris, on a small 
business of delicacy, which our Countess will explain,' — which 
I already know I To Paris I Horses ; postilions ; beefeaten ' 
And BO his resuscitated Eminence, all wrapt in furs, in 
pleasantost frost (AbbS Georgel says, un bean froid de Janv... „ 
over clear-jingling highways rolls rapidly, — bome on the bosom 
of Dreams. 

O Dame de Lamotte, has the enchanted Diamond fruit 
ripened, theni Hast thou given it the little shake, big with 
unutterable fatel— H can the Dame justly retort: "Who saw 
me in it 1 —The reader, therefore, has still three scenic Exhi- 
bitions to look at, by oui great Dramaturgist ; then the Fourth 
and last, — by another Author, 

To us, reflecting how oftenest the true moving force i 
human things works hidden underground, it seems snmil marvel 
that this month of January, 1785, wherein our Countess 
little courts the eye of the vulgar historian, should nevertheless 
have been the busiest of all for her; especially the latter half 
thereof. 

Wisely eachevring matters of Business (which she could 
never in her life understand), our Countess will personally take 
no charge of that bargain-making ; leaves it all to her Majesty 
and the gUt Autographs. Assiduous Boehmer nevertlieless ia in 
frequent close conferenee with Monseigneur ; the Paris Palais de 
Strasbourg, shut to the rest of men, sees the Joailher-Eyoutior, 
with eager official aspect, come and go. The grand difficulty 
is — must we say it 1 — her Majesty's wilful whimsicality, un- 
acqnaintance with Business. She positively will not write 
a gilt Autograph, antkoridng his Eminence to make the bargain ; 
but writes rather, in a pettish manner, that the thing ia of no 
consequence, and can be given up I Thus must the poor 
Countess dash to and fro, like a weaver's shuttle, between Paris 
and Versailles; wear her horses and nerves to pieces; nay, 
sometimes in the hottest haste, wait many houis within call of 
the Palace, considering what can bo done (with none but ViUette 
to bear her company), — till the Queen's whim pass. 

At length, after furious-driving and conferences enough, on 
the 29th of January a middle course is hit on. Cautious Boehmer 
shall write out, on finest paper, his terms; which are really rather 
fair ; SiKteon hundred thousand livres; to be piud in five equal 
instalments ; the first this day six months ; the other four from 
three months to three months ; this is what Court-Jewellers, 
Boehmer and Bossange, on the one part, and Prince Cardinal 
Commendator Louis de Eohan on the other part, will stand to ; 
witness tiieir hsnds. Which written sheet of finest paper our 
poor Countess must again take charge of, again dash-oil" with to 
Versailles; and therefrom, after trouble unspe.ifeablo (shared in 



only by the faithful ViUette, of Rascaldom), return with it, 
bearing this most precious marginal note, ' Bon — Marie Antoineite 
de France,' in the Autograph-hand 1 Happy Cardinal I this 
Ikoa shalt keep in the innermost of all thy reposiUiriee. 
Boehmer meanwhile, secret as Death, shall toll no man that he 
has sold his Necklace ; or if much pressed for on actual sight 
of the same, confess that it is sold to the Pavourite Sultana of 
the Grand Turk for the time being," 

Thus, then, do the smoking Lamotte horses at length got 
rubbed down, and feci the taste of oats, after midnight ; the 
Laraotto Countess can also gradually sink into needful slumber, 
perhaps not unbroken by dreams. On the morrow the bargain 
shall be concluded ; next day the Necklace be delivered, on 
Monseignenr's receipt. 

Will the reader, therefore, be pleased to glance at the following 
two Life-Pictures, Reol-Phantosm agones, or whatever we may 
call them : they are the two first of those Three scenic real-poetic 
Exhibitions, brought about by our Dramaturgist : short Exhibi- 
tions, but essential ones. - — - — _ 

CHAPTER XIL 

THE SECKLiCE VANISHIS, 

It is the first day of February ; that grand day of Delivery. The 
Sieur Boehmer is in the Court of the Palaia de Strasboui^ ; his 
look mysterious-official, and though much emaciated, radiant with 
enthusiasm. The Seine has missed him; though lean, he will 
fatten again, and live through new enterprises. 

Singular, were we not used to it ; the name ' Boehmer,' as it 
passes upwards and inwards, lowers alt halborts of Heyduca in 
perpendicular rows : the historical eye beholds him, bowing low, 
with plenteous smiles, in the plush Saloon of Audience. Will it 
please Monseigneur, then, to do the ne-pliut-uUra of Necklaces the 
honour of looking at itl A piece of Art, which the Universe 
cannot parallel, shall be parted with (Necessity compels Court- 
Jewellera) at that ruinously low sum. They, the Court-Jewellers, 
shall have much ado to weather it; but their work, at least, will 
find a fit Wearer, and go down to juster posterity. Monseigneur 
will merely have the condescension to sign this Receipt of 
Delivery : all the rest, her Highness the Sultana of the Sublime 
Porte has settled it.^ — Here the Court-Jeweller, with his joyous 
though now much emaciated face, ventures on a faint knowing 
smile ; to which, in the lofty dissolute-serene of Monaeigneur's, 
some twinkle of permission could not hut respond. — This is the 
First of those Three real-poetic Exhibitions, brought about by our 
Dramaturgist,— with perfect success. 

It was said, long afterwards, that Monseigneur should have 
known, and even that Boehmer should have known, her Highness 
the Sultana's marginal-note, her '• Right — Marie-AiUoinette of 
Franee,' to be a forgeiy and mockery : the ' of France ' was fatal 
to it Easy talking, easy criticising I But how are two en- 
chanted men to know ; two men with a fixed-idea each, a negative 
and a positive, rushing together to neutralise each other in 
rapture) — Enough, Monseigneur has the tie-ylus-ultra of Neck- 
laces, conqueisd by man's valour and woman's wit ; and rolls off 
with it, in mysterious speed, to Versailles, — triumphant as a Jason 
with his Golden Fleece. 

The Second grand scenic Exhibition by our Dramaturgic 
Countess occura in her own apartment at Versailles, so early as 
the following night. It is a commodious apartmont, with alcove ; 
and the alcove has a glass door.f Monseigneur enters, — with a 
follower bearing a mysterious Casket, who carefully deposits it, 
and then respectfully withdraws. It is the Necklace itself in all 
its glory ! Our tutelary Countess, and Monseigneur, and we, can 
at leisure admire the queenly Talisman; congratulate ourselves 
that the painful conquest of it is achieved. 

But, hist 1 A knock, mild hut decisive, as from one knock' 
ing with authority! Monseigneur and we retire to our alcove; 
there, from behind our gloss screen, observe what passes. Who 
comes 1 The door flung open : De par la Heine I Behold him, 
Monseigneur; he enters with grave, respectful, yet official air; 
worthy Monsieur Queen's-valot Lesclaux, the same who escorted 
our tutelary Countess, that moonlight night, from the back apart- 
ments of Veraaillee. Said wo not, thou wouldst see hiv\ once 
more ) — Methinks, again, epite of his Queen'a-uniforra, he has 

* Canipan, \ '^wm-y^^Wia- 
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Touch the featurPB of Villelte of Riiscaldom !— Eaacaldom or 
Vaietdora (for to the blind all colours nro the same), he hna, with 
his grave, respectful, yet official air, received the Casket, and its 
priceless contents ; ivith fit injunction, with fit engagemetttH ; and 
retires bowing low, 

Thns softly, silently, like a very Dtoam, flits away our solid 
Xecklace — through the Horn Gate of Dreams ! 



DallE DE LAMOTTK. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

SCENE THIRD 

Now too, in these same days (as he can afterwards prove by 
nllidnvit of Landlords) arrives Count Cagliostro himself, from 
Lyons ! No longer by predictions in cipher ; but by his living 
voice, often in rapt communion with the unseen world, ' with 
Caraffe and four candles ;' by hia greasy prophetic bulldog face, 
said to be the ' most perfect q«pok-faco of the eighteenth century," 
can we |9lure ourselves that all is well ; that all will turn ' to the 
glory of Monseigneur, to the good of France, and of mankind,'* 
and of Egyptian masonry. ' Tokay flows like water ; ' our 
charming Countess, with her piquancy of face, is sprightlier than 
ever ; enlivens with the brightest sallies, with the adroitest flatteries 
to ail, those suppers of the gods, Niylits, Suppers — too 
good to last ! Nay, now also occurs another and Third scenic 
Exhibition, fitted by ita radiance to dispel from Monseigneur'a 
soul the last trace of care. 

Why the Queen does not, even yet, openly receive me at 
Court % Patience, Monseigneur ! Thou little knowest those too- 
intricato cabals ; and how she still bat works at them silently, 
with royal suppressed fury, like a royal lioness only delivering 
hereelf from the hunter's toils, Jleonwhile, is not thy work done 1 
The Necklace, she rejoices over it ; beholds, many times in secret, 
hei Jnno-neck mirrored back the lovelier for it,— as our tutelar 
Countess can testify. Come tomorrow to the QUit de Bmif: 
there see with eyes, in high noon, as already in deep midnight 
Ihon hast seen, whether in her royal heart there were delay. 

Let Qs stand, then, with Jlonscigneur, in that (EU de Bceuf, 
in the Versailles Palace Gallery ; for all well-dressed persons are 
admitted j there the Loveliest, in pomp of royalty, will walk 
to mass. The world is all in pelisses and winter furs ; cheerful, 
dear, — with noses tending to blue. A lively-many- voiced hnin 
plays fitful, hither and thither ; of sledge parties and Court 
parties; frosty state of the weather; stability of M. de Caloane; 
Majesty's looks yesterday ; — such hum as always, in these sacred 
Court^paces, since Louis le Grand made and consecrated them, 
has, with more or less impetiioBity, agitated our common 
Atmosphere. 

Ah, through that long high gallery what figures have passed 
— and vanished ! Louvois, — with the Great King, flashing fire- 
glances on the fugitive ; in his red right hand a pair of tongs, 
which pious Maintcnon hardly holds back : Louvois, where art 
thou I Ye Marcdtavx de France 1 Ye unmentionable- women 
of past generational Here also was it that rolled and rushed 
the 'sound, absolutely like thunder,''!' of Courtier hosts ; in that 
dark hour when the signal-light in Louis the Fifteenth's chambor- 
windoff was blown out ; and his ghastly infectious Corpse lay 
lone, forsaken on its tumbled lieath-lair, ' in the hands of some 
poor women ;' and the Courtier hosts rushed from the Deep-fallen 
to hail the New-risen ! These too nished, and passed ; and their 
'sound, absolutely like thunder,' became silenco. Figures 1 
Men) They are fast-fleeting Shadows; fast chasing each other: 
it is not a Palace, hut a Caravamsera. — Monseigneur (with thy 
too-much Tokay overnight) ! cease puuling : here thou art, this 
blessed February day : — the Peerless, will she turn lightly that 
high head of hers, and glance aside into the <Eil de Bumf, in 
psasingl Please Heaven, she will To our tutelary Countess, 
at least, she promised it;} though, alus, so fickle is woman- 
kind I 

Hark I Clang of opening doors I She issues, like the Moon in 
wlver brightnctt^ down the Eastern steeps. Im Rdne vientf 
What a fignm 1 I (with the aid of gtassfs) discern her. 
Fairest, Peerless 1 Let the bam of minor discoursing hush itself 
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wholly; and only one successive rolling peal of Viae la Hems/ 
like tlie movable radiance of a train of fireworks, irradiat« her 
path. — Ye Immortals 1 She does, she beckons, turns her head lids 
way! — 'Does she not J' says Countess de Lamottc— Versailles, 
the (Eil-de-Bceiif, and all men and things are drowned in a Sea of 
Light ; Monseigneur and that high beckoning Head are alone, 
with each other in the Universe. 

O Eminence, what a beatific vision ! Enjoy it, blest as the 
gods ; ruminate and re-enjoy it, with full soul : it ia the last 
provided for thee. Too soon, in the couree of these six months, 
shall thy beatific vision, like Mina's vision, gradually melt awaj 
and only ojten and sheep be grazing in its place; — and thou, 
doomed Nebuchadnezzar, bo grazing with them. 

'Does she not J' said the Countess de Lamotte. That it 
habit of hers ; that hardly a day passes without her doing it 
the Countess de Lamotte did not say. 



CHAPTER XrV. 
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THE SECKLACE CANNOT DK PAID. 

Here, then, the specially Dramatuipc labours of Countess 
I^motte may be said to terminate. The rest of her life 
Histrionic merely, or Histrionic and Critical ; as, indeed, what had 
all the former part of it been but a Hypocrtsis, a more or less 
correct Playing of Partel 'Mrs. Facicg-both-ways ' (as old 
Bunyan said), what a talent hadst thou I No Proteus ever took 
80 many shapes, no Chameleon so often changed colour. One 
thing thou wert to Monseigneur ; another thing to Cagliostro, and 
Villctte of Rascaldom ; a, third thing to the World, in printed 
Aft'moiVes; a fourth thing to PluHppe Egalili; all things to all 

Let her, however, we say, but manage now to art her own 
parts, with proper Histrionic illusion ; and, by Critical glosses, 
give her past Dramaturgy the fit aspect, to Moasiegneur and 
others: tliis henceforth, and not new Dramaturgy, includes her 
whole task. Dramatic scenes, in plenty, will follow of themselves ; 
especially that Fourth and final Scene, spoken of above as by 
another Author,— by Destiny itself. 

For in the Lamotte Theatre, so different from our common 
Pasteboard one, the Play goes on, even when the Machinist has 
left it Strange enough: those Air-images, whieh from her Magic- 
lantern she hung out on the empty bosom of Night, have clutched 
hold of this solid-aeeming World (which some call the Material 
World, as if that made it more a Real one), and will tumble hither 
and thither the solidcst masses there. Yes, reader, so goes it here 
below. What thou callcst a Brain-web, or mere illusive Nothing, 
is it not a web of the Brain ; of the Spirit which inhabits the 
Brain ; and which, in this World (rather, as I think, to bo named 
the Spiritual one), very naturally moves and tumbles hither and 
thither all things it meets with, in Heaven or in Earth 1 — So 
too, the Necklace, though we saw it vanish through the Horn 
Gate of Dreams, and in my opinion man shall never more behold 

-yet its activity ceases not, nor will. For no Act of a man, no 
Thing (how much less the raaa himself !) is extinguished when it 
disappears : through considerable times it still visibly works, 
though done and vanished; I have known a done thing work 
visibly Three Thousand Years and more : invisibly, unrecognised, 
all done things work through endless times and years. Such a 
Ilypermagical is this our poor old Real world ; which soma take 
upon them to pronounce effete, prosaic 1 Friend, it is thyself that 
art all withered up into effete Prose, dead as ashes ; know thie 
(I advise thee) ; and seek passionately, with a passion little short 
of desperation, to have it remedied. 

Meanwhile, what will the feeling heart think to learn t 
Monseigneur de Rohan, as we prophesied, again cxperiei 
the fickleness of a Court ; that, notwithstanding beatific v' 
at noon and midnight, the Queen's Majesty, with the light 1 
gratitude of her sex, flius ofi" at a tangent ; and far from i 
ing his detested and detesting rival. Minister Breteuil, , 
openly delighting to honour Monseigneur, will hardly vouchst 
him a few gilt Autt^raphs, and those few of the most cnpri- 
cioue, suspicious, soul-confusing tenourl What tcrrifico-absuTd 
explosions, which scarcely Cagliostro, with CanilFe and four 
candles, can still; how many deep-weighed Humble PetitioMn 
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Explanations, Expostulations, penncil with ferviUest eloquence, 
with craftiest diplonmoy, — all delivered by our tutelar Countess : 
in vain ! — Cardinal, with what a huge iron mace, like Guy of 
Warwiii's, thou emitest Phnntnatua in two, which close again, 
take shape again ; and only thmshest the air ! 

One comfort, however, is that the Queen's Majesty has com- 
mitted herself. The Koso of Trianon, and what may pertain 
thereto, lies it not here 1 That ' Right — Afarie-Anloinetle of 
France,^ ' of France ' too ; and the 30th of July, first-inatalment 
day, coming) She shall ho brought to terms, good Eminence! 
Order horses and heef-eaters for Saveme ; there, ceaaing all written 
or oral communication, starve her into capitulating.* It is the 
bright May month : his Eminenoa' again somnambulatea the Proma- 
iinde de la Rose ; but now with^rim dry eyes ; and, from time to 
time, terrifically stamping, f** . 

Bat who ia thia that I see monnted on costliest horse and 
horse-gear ; hetting at Newmarket Races ; though he can speak 
no Ei^sh word, and only some Chevalier O'Niel, some Capuchin 
Macdermot, from Ear-sur-Aube, interprets his French into the 
Dialect of the Sister Island! Few days ago I observed him 
waiting in Fleet^treet, thoughtfully through Temple Bar; — in 
deep treaty with Jeweller JefEreys, with Jeweller Grey,t for the 
iiale of Diamonds : such a lot as one may boaat of, A tall hand- 
some man ; with ex-military whiskers ; with a look of troubled 
gaiety and rascaliam : you think it is the Sieur self-styled Count 
de Lamolte; nay the man himself confesses it ! The Diamonds 
were a present to his Countess,— from the still-bountiful Queen. 

Villette too, has he completed his salea at AmaterUanj 1 Him 
I shall by-and-by behold ; not betting at Newmarket, hut drinking 
wine and ardent spirits in the Taverns of Geneva. Ill-gotten 
wealth endures not ; Raacaldom has no strong-box. Countess de 
Lamotte, for what a set of cormorant seonndrelB hast then laboured, 
art thou still labouring ! 

StUl labouring, we may say: for as the fatal 30th of July 
approaches, what is to be looked for but universal Earthquake; 
^lud- explosion that will blot out the face of Nature 1 Metbinks, 
stood I in thy pattens. Dame de Lamotte, I would cut and run. 
— ' Kun ! ' exclaims she, with a toss of indignant astonishment ; 
' Calnmniated Innocence run 1 ' For it is singular how in some 
minds, which are mere bottomless ' chaotic whirlpools of gilt 
shreds,' there is no deliberate Lying whatever ; and nothing ia 
either believed or disbelieved, but only (with some transient 
suitable Histrionic emotion) spoken and heard. 

Had Dame de Lamotte a certain greatness of character, then ; 
at least, a strength of transcendent audacity, amounting to tlie 
bastard-heroic 1 Great, indubitably great, is her Dramaturgic and 
Histrionic talent ; but aa for the rest, one must answer, with 
reluctance, No. Mra, Facing-both-waya is a ' Spark of vehement 
Life,' but the farthest in the world from a brave woman ; she did 
not, in any case, show tho bravery of a woman ; did, in many 
cases, show the mere screaming trepidation of one. Her grand 
quality is rather to be reckoned negative : the ' untameableness ' 
as of a fly ; the ' wax-cloth dresa ' from which ao much ran down 
like water. Small sparrows, as 1 learn, have been trained to fire 
.mnnon ; but would make poor Artillery Officers in a Waterloo. 
ITiou dost not call that Cork a strong swimmer 1 Which never- 
theleaa shoots, without hurt, the Falls of Niagara; defies the 
thunderbolt itself to sink it, for more than a moment Without 
intellect, imagination, power of attention, or any spiritual faculty, 
how brave were one, — with fit motive for it, such as hunger I 
, How much might one dare, by the simplest of methods, by not 
thinking of it, not knowing it I — Besides, is not Cagliostro, foolish 
blustering t,(UBck, still here ) No scapegoat had ever broader book. 
The Cardinal too, has he not money i Queen's Majesty, even in 
effigy, shall not bo insulted ; the Soubises, De Mursans, and high 
and puissant Cousins, most huddle the matter up : Calumniated 
Innocence, in the most nniveraal of Earthquakes, will find some 
trevici) to whisk through, as she has so often done. 

But all thia while how fares it with bis Eminence, left som- 
iiambulating the Promenade de ta Jiv^c; and at limes trucu- 

* See Lamotio. 

+ Grey lived in No. 13, Npw Bond Street i Jeffrejs in Piccadilly 
(Roban'B J/dmoiff pour; see also Count de Larootle's NBrrative, in ihe 
Uinmirct Jxistiji<iil04). Sohnii'a tajB ' Jeffreys bought more than H),OCiO(. 
wottL' 



lently stamping ) Alas, ill, and ever worse. The starving 
method, singular as it may seem, brings no capitulation; brings 
only, after a month's waiting, our tutelary Cuunteaa, with a gilt 
Autograph, indeed, and ' all ivrapt in eilk threada, sealed where 
they cross,'^but which we read with cnraea.* 

We must back again to Paris ; there pen new Expostulations ; 
which our unwearied Countess will take charge of, but. alas, can 
get no answer to. However, is not tho 30lh of July coming i — 
Behold, on the 19th of that month, the shortest, most careless of 
Autographs : with some fifteen hundred pounds of real money in 
it, to pay the — interest of the firat instalment; the principal, of 
some thirty thousand, not being at tho moment perfectly con- 
venient I Hungry Boehmer makea large eyes at this proposal ; 
will accept the money, hut only as part of payment ; the man ia 
positive : a Court of Juatice, if no other means, shall get him the 
remainder. What now is to fie done 1 

Farmer-general Monsieur Saint-James, Caglioatro's diaciple, 
and wet with Tokay, will cheerfully advance tlie sum needed — 
for her Majesty'a sako ; thinks, however (with all his Tokay), it 
were good to speak with her Majesty first. — I observe, meanwhile, 
the distracted hungry Boehmer driven hither and thither, not by 
his fixed-idea ; alas, no, but by the far more frightful g}wst 
thereof, — since no payment, ia forthcoming. He stands, one day, 
speaking with a Queen's waiting-woman (Madame Campau her- 
self), in 'a thunder-shower, which neither of them notice,' so 
thunderstruck are they.t What weather-symptoms for hi* 
Eminence I 

The 30th of July has come, but no money ; the 30th is gone, 
but no money. Eminence, what a grim farewell of July.is this 
of 1785 ! The last July went out with aiiB from Heaven and 
Trianon Roses. TViese August days, are they not not worse than 
dogs' days ; worthy to he blotted out from all Almanacs 1 Boehmer 
and Baaaange thou oanat still see ; but only ' return from them 
swearing.'! Nay, what newmiseryiathisi Our tutelary Histrionie 
Countess enters, distraction in her eyes :§ she has just been at 
Veraailles; the Queen's Majesty, with a levity of caprice which 
we dare not trust ourselves to characterise, declares plainly that 
she will deny ever having got the Necklace ; ever having had, 
with hia Eminence, any transaction whatsoever I — Mud-explosion 
without parallel in volcanic annals. ^The Palais de Strasbourg 
appears to be beset with spies ; the Lamoltes, tor tho Count too 
is here, are packing-up for Bar-sur-Aube. The Sieur Boehmer, 
has he fallen insane 5 Or into communication with Minister 
Breteuil 1 

And BO, distractedly and distrac lively, to tho round of all 
Discorda in Natiire, opena that Fourth, iinal Scenic Exhibition, 
composed by Destiny. 

CHAPTEK XV. 

SCENE FOCRTH : BY nKSTINT. 

It is Assuroption-day, the 15th of Auguat, Don thy pontificalia, 
Grand-Almoner ; crush-down these hideous temporalities out of 
sight. In any case, smooth thy countenance into some sort of 
lofty-dissolute serene : thou hast a thing Ihey call worshippbig 
God to enact, thyself tho first actor. 

The Grand-Almoner has done it. He is in Versailles CEil-dr- 
Bmuf Gallery ; where male and female Peerage, and all Noble 
Franco, in gala various and glorious as the rainbow, waits only the 
signal to begin worshipping : on the serene of hia lofty-dissolute 
countenance there can nothing be read.)! By Heaven ! he is sent 
for to the Royal Apartment I 

He returns with the old lofty-dissolute look, inacrutably serene : 
has his turn for favour actually come, then 1 Those fifteen long 
years of soul's travail are to be rewarded by a birth 1 — Monsieur 
le Baron de Breteuil issues ; great in his pride of place, in this 
the crowning moment of his life. With one radiant glance, 
Breteuil summons the Officer on Guard; with another, fixen 



Sea Lamotte. + Campan. * Lamotte. 5 GoorBol. 

Thia is BettB d' E tie nvil la's description of him : ' A fcnndBOmo man. 
of iifly I with high oompleiian ; hair white-gray, and tho front ot tho head 
bald 1 of high statnroi CBrriage noble and eaay, though burdened wUh a 
certain degree of corpulenny ; who, I never doubted, t— "->—■■*"' ao 
Ruhan." (First J/i'mtir* pour.) 
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MoQseigneur : ' De par le lioi, Motufigneur : you are arrested ! 
At your risk, Officer 1'^ — Curtains as of pitch-black ■whirlwind 
envelop Monseignour, whirl off with him, to outer darkness, 
Vereaiiloa Gallery explodes aghast ; as if Guy Fawkes' plot had 
hurst under it. ' Tlie Queen's Majesty was weeping,' whisper 
eome. There will he no A Bsuniption -service ; or eucJi a one as 
was never celebrated since Assumption came in fashion. 

Europe, then, shall ring with it from side to side ! — But why 
rides that Heyduo as if all the Devils drove him! It is Mon- 
ecigneur'B Heyduc ; Monseigneur spoke three words in German 
to bim, at the door of his Versailles Hotel ; even handed him a 
elip of writing, which, with borrowed Pencil, ' in his red square 
cap,' he had managed to prepare on the way thither.* To Paris ! 
To the Palais-Cardinal ! The horse dies on reaching the stable • 
the Heyduc swoons on reaching tho cabinet : but bis slip of 
writing fell from his band ; and I (says the Abbo Georgel) was 
there. The red Portfolio, containing all the gilt Autographs, is 
burnt utterly, with much else, before Breteuil can arrive tor 
opposition of the seals 1 — Whereby Europe, in ringing from side 
to side, must worry itself with guessing : and at this hour, on this 
paper, sees the matter in such an interesting dear-obscure. 

Soon Count Cagliostro and bis Seraphic Countess go to join 
Moneeigneur in State Prison. In few days follows Dame de 
Lamotte, from Bar-sur-Aube ; Demoiselle d'Oliva by-and-by, 
from Brussels ; Villette-de-UStaux, from bis Swiss retirement 
in the taverns of Geneva. Tho Bastille opens its iron bosom to 
thorn all 

CHAPTER LAST. 



Tiius, then, the Diamond Necklace having, on tlie one hand, 
vanished through the Horn Gate of Dreams, and so, under the 
pincers of Nisus Lamotte and Euryalus Villetto, tost ito sublunary 
individuality and being ; and, on the other hand, all tliat trafficked 
in it, flitting now safe under lock and key, that justice may take 
cognisance of them, — our engagement in regard to tho matter is 
on the point of tetminnting. That extraordinary 'Procis du 
Collier, Necklace Trial,' spinning itself through Nine other ever- 
memorable Months, to the astonishment of tho hundred and 
eighty-seven assembled Parlement'ierg, and of all Quidnuncs, 
Journalists, Anecdotists, Satirists, in both Hemispheres, is, in 
every aense, a ' Celebrated Trial,' and belongs to Publishers of 
such. How, by innumerable confrontations and expiscatory 
questions, through entanglements, doublings and windings that 
fatigue eye and eouI, this most involute of Lies is finally 
winded off to the scandalous-ridiculous cinder-heart of it, let 
others relate. 

Meanwhile, during these Nine ever-memorable Months till 
they terminate late at night precisely with tho ^lay of 1786,')' 
how many fugitive leaves, quizzical, imaginative, or at least 
tiiendaciouH, were flying about in Newspapers ; or stitched together 
as Pamphlets; and what heaps of others were left creeping in 
Manuscript, we shall not say; — having, indeed, no complete 
Collection of them, and what is more to the purpose, little to do 
with such Collection, Nevertheless, searching for some iit 
Capital of the composite order, to adorn adequately the now 
finished singular PilJar of our Narrative, what can suit us better 
than the following, so far as we know yet unedited 1 

Occasional Dixourge, hy Count Alasandro Cagliostro, .Thau- 
maluTijiii, Prophet and Areh-Quack ; delivered in the Bastille : 
Yearo/Luei/a;b7S9 ; of th^ Mahometan Uegira from Meeca, 
1301 ; of the CagUostric Uegira from Palermo, 24; of the 
Vulgar Era, 17«5. 

' Fellow Scoundrels, — An unspeakable Intrigue, spun from 
the soul of that Circe-Megtera, by our voluntary or involun- 
t«7 help, has assembled us all, if not under one roof-tree, 
yet within one grim iron-bound ring-waii For an appointed 



* On IhrSlpt of M«j 178fi»entpncowB«prontinnecd; about I « 
LO Oftrdinal not not n( tho Butilln i laree moba hmraliing ron 
it of ■piceii to tb« Court, (Sm Georgel.) 



number of months, in the ever-rolling flow of Time, we, being 
gathered from the four winds, did by Destiny work together 
in body corporate; and, joint labourers in a Transaction al- 
ready famed over the Globe, obtain unity of Name, like the 
Argonauts of old, as Conquerors of the Diamond Necklace, 
Erelong it is done (for ring-walls hold not captive the free 
Scoundrel forever); and we disperse again, over wide terrestrial 
Space ; some of us, it may be, over the very marches of Space, 
Our Act bangs indissoluble together -, floats wondrous in the 
older and older memory of men : while tee the little band of 
Scoundrels, who saw each other, now hover so far asunder, to 
see each other no more, if not once more only on the univeiaal. 
Doomsday, tliu Last of the Days ! 

' In such interesting momenta, while we stand within the verg» I 
of parting, and have not yet parted, metbinks it were well here, 
in these sequestered Spaces, to institute a few general reflectiona. 
lie, as a public speaker, tlie Spirit of Masonry, of Philosophy 
and Philanthropy, and even of Prophecy, blowing mysterious 
from the Land of Dreams, impels to do it. Give ear, O Fellow 
Scoundrels, to what the Spirit utters; tieasure it in your hearts, 
practise it in yonr lives. 

* Sitting here, penned-up in this which, with a alight meta- 
phor, I call the Central Cloaca of Nature, where a tyrannical 
De Lannay can forbid the bodily eye free vision, you with the 
mental eyo see but the bettor. This Central Cloaca, is it not 
rather a Heart, into which, from all regions, mysterious con- 
duits introduce and forcibly inject whatsoever is cKoicest in the 
Scoundrelism of the Earth; there to be absorbed, or again (by 
the other auricle) ejected into new drcolation? Let tlie eye of 
the mind run along this immeasurable venoua-arteria! system ; and 
astound itself with tho magnificent extent of Scoundreldom ; the 
deep, I may say unfathomable, significance of Sooundrelism. 

' Yes, brethren, wide as the Sun's range is our Empire ; wider 
than old Koroe's in its palmiest era. I have in my time been far ; 
in frozen Muscovy, in hot Calabria, east, west, wheresoever the 
sky overarches civilised man : and never hitherto saw I myself 
an alien ; out of Scoundreldom I never was. Is it not oven said, 
from of old, by the opposite party: "All men are liars" 7 Do 
they not {and this nowise "in haste") whimperingly talk of 
"one just person" (as tliey coll him), and of the re ma i ning 
thousand save one that take part with uat So decided is our 
m a jority. ' — (A pplause. ) 

' Of the Scarlet 'Woman, — yes, Monaiegneur, without offence, — 
of the Scarlet Woman that sita on Seven Hills, and her Black 
Jesuit Militia, out foraging from Pole to Pole, I speak not ; for 
the story is too trite : nay, the Militia itself, as I see, begins to 
be disbanded, and invalided, for a second treachery; treachery 
to herself I Nor yet of Governments ; for a like reason. Am- 
bassadors, said an EngUsh punster, lie abroad for their masters- 
Tbeir masters, we answer, lie at home for themselves. Not of all 
this, nor of Courtship with its Lovera'-vows, nor Courtiership, nor 
Attomeyism, nor Public Oratory and Selling by Auction, do I 
speak: I simply ask the gainsayer : Which w the particular trade, 
profession, mystery, calling, or pursuit of the Sons of Adam 
that they successfully manage in the other wayl He cannot 
answer ! — No : Philosophy itself, both practical and even specu- 
lative, has at length, after ahamefulest groping, stumbled on Uw 
plain conclusion that Sham is indispensable to Iteolity, as Lying 
to Living ; that without Lying the whole business of the world, 
from swaying of senates to selling of tapes, must explode into 
anarchic discords, and so a speedy conclusion ensue. 

'But the grand problem. Fellow Scoundrels, as you well 
know, is the mamjing of Truth and Sham ; so that they become 
one flesh, man and wife, and generate these three ; Profit i 
Pudding, and Respectability that always keeps her Gig. Wob-J 
drously, indeed, do Truth and Delusion play into one anothera 
Reality rests on Dream. Truth is but tlio Kkin of the bottomlfl«| 
Untrue : and ever, from time to time, the Untrue sheds it ; 
clear again ; and tlie superannuated True itself becomes a Fabla.1 
Thus do all hostUe things crumble hack into out Empire; and of I 
its increase there is no end. i 

• brothers, to think of the Speech without meaning (which 
is mostly ouw), and of the Speech with contrary moaning (which 
is wholly oura), manufactured by the organs of Mankind in oih 
solar day 1 Or call it a day of Jubdee, when public Dinnen a 
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given, and Dinner-orationa are delivered : or, aay, a Neighbouring 
Ifilaod in time of General Election ! yo immortal goda I The 
mind ia lost ; can only admire great Nature's plenteousEess witli 
a kind of aacrcd wonder. 

' For tell me : What ia the chief end of man ? " To glorify 
God," said the old Christian Sect, now happily extinct. "To 
eat and find eatables by the readiest method," answers Bound 
Philosophy, discarding whims. If the method readier than 
thia of poTsuasive-attraction ia yet discovered — point it out \— 
Erethron, I said the old Christian Sect waa happily extinct : as, 
indeed, in Kome itself, there goes the wonderfolest traditionary 
Prophecy,* of that Naaareth Christ coming back, and being 
cmcified a second time there ; which truly I see not in the least 
how ho could fail to be. Nevertheless, tlmt old Christian whim, 
of an actual living and ruling God, and some sacred covenant 
hinding all men in Him, with much other mystic stuff, does, under 
new or old shape, linger with a few. From these few keep your- 
selves forever fax ] Xhey must even ho left to their whim, which 
is not like to prove infectious. 

'Bat neither are we, my Fellow Scoundrels, without ourRcligion, 
our "Worship; which, like the oldest, and all true Worships, is 
one of Fear. The Christians have their Cross, the Moslem tlieir 
Crescent: but have not we too our — Gallows 1 Yes, infinitely 
terrible ia the Gallows ; it bestrides ^vilh its patibulary fork the 
Pit of bottomless Terror! No Manicheana are we; our God is 
One. Great, exceeding great, I aay, is the Gallowa ; of old, even 
from the beginning, in this world ; knowing neither variableness 
nor decadence ; forever, forever, over the wreck of ages, and all 
civic and ecclesiastic convulsions, meal-mobs, revolutions, the 
Gallowa with front serenely terrible towers aloft. Fellow Scoundrels, 
fear the Gallows, and have no other fear 1 This is the Law and the 
Prophets. Fear every emanation of the Gallowa. And what ia 
every buffet, with the fist, or even with the tongue, of one having 
authority, but some such emanation 1 And what is Force of 
Public Opinion but the infinitude of such emanations, — rushing 
combined on you, like a mighty storm-wind 1 Fear the Gallows, 
I say ! O when, with ita long black arm, it has clutched a man, 
what avail him all terrestrial things! These pass away, with 
horrid nameless dinning in his eare ; and the ill-starred Scoundrel 
pendulates between Heaven and Earth, a thing rejected of both.' 
^ (Profound sensation.) 

' Such, so wide in compass, high, gallows-bigh in dignity, 
the Scoundrel Empire ; and for depth, it is deeper than the 
Foundations of the World. For what was Creation itaelf wholly, 
according to the best Philosophers, but a Divulsiou by the 1'ime- 
Spieit (or Devil so-called) ; a forceful Interruption, or breaking 
asunder, of the old Quiescence of Eternity) It was Lucifer that 
fell, and made thia lordly World arise. Deep) It is bottomlosa- 
deep ; the very Thought, diving, bobs up from it baffled. Is not 
this that they call Vice of Lying the Adam Kadvwn, or primeval 
Kude-Element, old as Chaos mother's-womb of Death and Hell ; 
■whereon their thin film of Virtue, Truth, and the like, pooriy 
wavers— for a day 1 All Virtue, what is it, even by their own 
showing, but Vice transformed, — that is, manufactured, rendered 
artificial 1 " Man's Vicea are the roota from which his Virtues 
grow out and see the light," saya one ; " Yes," added I, " and 
thanklessly steal their nouriahraent 1" Were it not for the nine 
hundred ninety and nine unacknowledged, perhaps martyred and 
calumniated Scoundrels, how were their single Just Person (with 
a murrain on him 1) so much as possible 1 — O, it is high, high : 
these things are too great for me ; Intellect, Imagination, Hags 
her tired wings ; the soul lost, baffled ' — 

—Here Damo de Lamotte tittered audibly, and muttered 
Coq-d'Inde, which, being interpreted into the Scotch tongue, 
eigniSes Buhhly Jock I The Arch-Quack, whose eyes were turned 
inwards as in rapt contemplation, started at the titter and mutter : 
his eyes flashed outwards with dilated pupil ; his nostrils opened 
wide ; his very hair seemed to stir in its long twisted pigtails (bis 
fashion of curl); and as Indignation ia said to make Poetry, it 
here made Prophecy, or what sounded as such. With terrible 
working features, and gesticulation not recommended in any Book 
of Gesture, the Arch-Quack, in voice supernaliy discordant, like 
lioua worrying Bulls of Easlian, began; — 



* Goetlu meatioiui it (nalianiic/ie Ktiu), 



Sniff aot, Damo de Lamotte; trerohk, thou foul Circe- 
Megiera ; thy day of desolation is at hand ! Behold ye the 
Sanhedrim of Judges, with their fanners of written Parchment, 
loud-metling, aa they winnow all her chaff and down-plumage, 
and she stands there naked and mean ! — Villette, Oliva, do 
>j6 blab secrets 1 Ye have no pity of her extreme need ; she 
none of yours. Is thy light giggling, untamable heart at last 
heavy 1 Hark ye I Shrieks of one cost out; whom they 
brand on both shoulders with iron stamp ; the reddiot " V," 
thou Fotowf, hath it entered thy soul! Weep, Circe de la- 
motte ; wail there in truckle-bed, and hysterically gnaah thy 
teeth ; nay do, smother thyself in thy door-mat coverlid ; thou 
hast found thy mates ; tiou art in the SalpStriire 1 — Weep, 
daughter of the high and puissant aana-inexpressibles ! Buzz 
of Parisian Gosaipry is about thee : but not to Iielp thee ; no, 
to eat before thy tima Wlat shall a King's Court do with 
thee, thou unclean thing, while thou yet livest 1 Escape ! Flee 
to utmost countries ; hide there, if thou canst, thy mark of Cain t 
— In the Babylon of Fog-land ! Ha I ia that my London ! See 
I Judos lacariot Egalit^l Print, yea print abundantly the 
abominations of your two hearts : breath of rattlesnakes can 
bedim the steel mirror, but only for a time. — And there I Ay, 
there at last ! Tumblest thou from the lofty leads, poverty- 
stricken, thriftless daughter of the high and puissant, escaping 
bailifis! Descendcst thou precipitate, in dead night, from 
window in the third storey ; hurled forth by Bacchanals, to 
whom thy shrill tongue had grown unbearable i* Yea, through 
the smoke of that new Babylon thou fallest headlong j one long 
scream of screams makes night hideous ; thou Uest there, 
shattered like addle egg, " nigh to the Temple of Flora ! " t> 
Lamotte, hast thy Kypocriaia ended then 1 Thy many characters 
were all acted. Here at last thou actest not, but art what thou 
seemeat : a mangled squelch of gore, confusion and abomination ; 
which men huddle underground, with no burial-stone. Thou 
gallows-carrion ! '— 

— Here the Prophet turned up his nose (the broadest of the 
eighteenth century), and opened wide his nostrils with such a 
greatness of disgust, that all the audience, even Lamotte herself, 
ay m pathetically imitated him. — 

' Dame de Lamotte ! Dame do Lamotte ! Now, when the 
circle of thy existence hes complete ; and my eye glances over 
these two score and three years that were lent thee, to do evil as 
thou couJdst; and I beheld thee a bright-eyed little Tatter- 
demalion, bogging and gathering sticks in the Boia de Boulogne ; 
and also at length a squelched Putrefaction, here on London 
pavements ; with the heuddressings and huagerings, the gaddings 
and hyaterical gigglings that came between, — tcAui shall I say 
was the meaning of thee at all 1— 

' Villctte-de-RStaui 1 Have the calchpoles trepanned thee, 
by sham of battle, in thy Tavern, from the sacred Republican 
soil It It is thou that wert the hired Forger of Handwritings % 
Thou wOt confess it! Depart unwhipt, yet accursed. — Ha! 
The dread Symbol of our Faith 1 Swings aloft, on the Castle 
of St Angelo, a Pendulous MdBs which I think I discern to b& 
the body of Villette 1 There let him end ; the sweet morsel of 
our Juggernaut. 

' Nay, weep not thou, disconsolate Oliva ; blear not thy 
bright blue eyes, daughter of the shady Garden I Thee shall 
the Sanhedrim not harm : this Cloaca of Nature emil.i theo ; 
as notablest of unfortunate-females, thou shalt have choice of 
husbands not without capital; and accept one. J Know this; 
for the vision of it is true. 



* The English Tranalator of Lamotte'a Ii/g saya, sbo fell from the 
leads of lior huuse, nigh the Temple of Flora, eudeaTouring to escape 
Heiznre for dobl; and was takeu up so much Imrt tbat (he died iu cuoee- 
quenoe. Anotber report ruua, that she waa Budk ea'' »' window, as in tbe 
CagUoatric tert. Ona way or other, sbo did die ou ibo 23rd of Apgust 
1791 (fliojrapftiB Umuw^Bito, in. 287). Wliero Lhe • Temple of Ploca' 
waa, or ia, one Imons not. 

T See Goorgel, aud Villatte'a MiinvWt. 

I Id the _1ffa.Vf Ju CoHier is this Ml. Note : ' Gay d'OIiva, a cotDmon- 
girl of the Paiaia-Rojal, who nas chuaea to play a part id thia UaainesB, 
got married, aome years afterward a, to one Beansire, au Ec-Nobte, foruiurly 
attaahed to Ibe D'Arioia Household. Ia 1790 ho waa Captain ot tbo 
Xational Guard Company of the Temple. Ho then retired to Cboiay, aad 
managed to be named Prociiroqr ot that Commnne i be rinallt an\Tilws«si.- 
bimaelf iu druwing-up Liata l>f FroBori^tUHi vo. ■*!& "Wiv»'D.-^;*s3xt'*"»i™-. 



■n^ 



f.t 



E^^SAYS BY TBOMAS CAItLYLE. 
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' But the Anointed Majesty whom ye profaned 1 Blow, spirit 
of Egyptian Masonry, blow aside the thick curtains of Space ! 
Lo you, her eyes are red with their lirat teara of pure bitterness ; ' 
not with their last. Tirewoman Cumpan is choosing, from the , 
Print-shops of the Quais, the reputed best among the hundred ' 
likenesses of Circe de Limotte :* a Queen shalt consider if the 
bttseat of women ever, by any accident, darkened daylight or 
candlelight for the highest. The Portrait answers : Never ! ' — ■ 
(.■■enaation in the audience.) I 

' — Ha! What is thisJ Angels, Uriel, Anacbiel, and je other 
five; Pentagon of Rejuvenescence; Power that destroyedest 
Original Sin ; Earth, Heaven, and thou Oater Limbo which men 
name Hell: Does the Empire of Iupostdre wavetl Burst' 
there, in starry sheen updarting, Light-raya from out Us dark 
foundations ; u it rocks and heaves^ not in travail-throea, but in | 
doath-throesi Tea, Light-raya, piercing, clear, that salute the 
Hoaveae, — lo, they fo'nrf/e it; their starry clearness becomes as red 
HeU-£re 1 Ikfobiube is in flames, Imposture is burnt up : one 
Red-sea of Fire, wild-billowing enwraps the World ; with its fire- 
tongue licks at the very Stars. Thronea are hurled into it, and 
Dubois Mitres, and Prebendal Stalk that drop fatness, and — ^ha 1 
what sea II— all the Oifje of Creation: all, all ! Woe is me! 
Never since Pharaoh's Chariots, in the Ked-sea of water, was there 
wreck of '\^'heeI- vehicles like this in the sea oE Fire. Desolate, as 
ashes, as gases, shall they wander in the wind. 

' Higher, higher yet flames the Fire-Sea ; crackling with new 
dislocated timber; hissing with leather and prunella. The metal 
Images ate molten ; the marble Images become mortar-lime ; the 
stone Mountains sulkily explode. Rbspectabilitt, with all her 
collected Gigs inflamed for funeral pyre, wailing, leaves the Earth : 
not to return save under new Avatar. Imposture, how it bums, ' 
through generations ; how it is hamt up — for a time. The World 
is black ashes; which, ah, when will they grow green ^ The 
Images all run into amorphous Corinthian brass ; all Dwellings of 
men destroyed ; the very mountains peeled and riven, the valleys ! 
black and dead : it ia an empty World ! Woo to them that shall 

bo bom then ! A King, a Queen (ah me !) were burled in ; did 

rustle once; flew aloft, crackling, like paper-aorolL Ohva's 
Husband was hurled in ; Iscariot Egaiit^ ; thou grim De Launay, 
with thy grim Bastille ; whole kindreds and peoples ; five milhons 
of mutually destroying Men. For it is the End of the Dominion 
of Ihpostdre {which is darkness and opaque Firedamp) ; and the 
buming-up, with unquenchable fire, of all the Gigs that are in the 
Earth ! ' — Here the Prophet paused, fetching a deep sigh ; and the 
Cardinal uttered a kind of faint tremulous Hem I — 

'Mourn not, Monseigneur, spite of thy nephritic colic and 
many infirmities. For tbee mercifully it was not unto death.t 
Monseigneur (for thou hadat a touch of goodness), who would 
not weep over thee, if be also laughed ) Behold ! The not too 
judicious Historian, that long years hence, amid remotest wilder- 
nesses, writes thy Life, and names thee Mud-volcano ; even ho 
shall reflect that it icos thy Life this same; thy only chance 
through whole Eternity ; which thou (poor gambler) hast expended 
do : and, even over his hard heart, a breath of dewy pity for thee 
shoU blow.~0 Monseigneur, thou wert not all ignoble : thy Mud- 
volcano was but strength dislocated, fire misapplied. Thou 
iTcntest ravening through the world; no life-elixir or Stone of 
the Wise could tee two (for wont of funds) discover : a foulest 
Circe undertook to fatten thee ; and thou hadat to All thy belly 
with the east wind. And hurst ) By the Masonry of Enoch, No ! 
Behold, has not thy Jesuit Familiar bis Scouts dim-flying over the 
Jeep of human things 1 Cleared art thou of crime, save that of 
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fixed-idea; weepcst, a repentant exile, in the 
Auvergne. Neither shall the Picd Fire-sea itself cQasni 
only consume thy Gig, and, instead of Gig (0 rich en 
restore thy Self. Safe beyond the Rbiiie-atream, '^ 
peaceful days; aaveist many from the fire, and ftnomlj 
smarting burns. Sleep finally, in thy mother'a hosot^ii 
old age I ' — The Cardinal gave a sort of gutlurn! murmw,-S 
which ended in a long sigh. 

' Horrors, aa ye shall be called,' again ' 
'why have ye missed the Sieur do LaraotU' , 
made gallows-carrion 1 Will spear, or swoiii : . iM-iatl 
(or supposed to he thrust), through window of 
Piccadilly of the Babylon of Fog, where he jolts I 
let out the imprisoned animal existence ^ Is , he I 
Poison will not kill the Sieur Lamotte; nor steel,1| 
Let him drag his utterly superfluous life to a 
generation ; and even adroit the not too judicii 
his face before he die. ^ , . 

' But, ha ! ' cried he, and stood wide-staring, lionMB 
if some Cribb's fiat had knocked the wind out ot ^ 
horror of horrors ! Is it not Myself I see 1 Roman Im 
Long months of cruel Iiaiting ! Li/e of Giw^f^jf 
Cagliostro's Body still lying in St. Leo Ciistle, hU^S 
whither 1 Bystanders wag their beads, and suy : ""ti* 
Brass, behold how it has got all unlacquereil ; thns'^ 
hpa can lie no more!" Eheu ! Ohoo!' And ho buiri! 
stanchahle blubbering of tears ; and sobbing out the li 
broken bowl, sank down in swoon ; to be put to bt 
I,aunay and others. 

Thus spoke (or thus might have spoken), and pKi|]] 
Arch-Quack Cagliostro : and truly much belLi-r thim hi 
did : for not a jot or tittle of it (save only that of ODT 
Interview with Nestor de Lamotte, wluch looks tinlQt 
ever, for we have not heard of hira, dead or living dl 
' — but has turned out to be literally true. As iudeod, I 
History, one jot or tittle of untruth, that wo could fjl 
is perhaps not discoverable ; much as the distrust^ " 
have disbelieved. 



nhea bo plajed t!ie part of lufonncr (moalon). See TuWeau dea Pfitona 
.It I'ajit (DU( Rohtspiertf.' "Tbete detail! are correct. In tbo MimoxTn t 
'.»M Prumu (new Tillo o( the Boot joit referred to), ii. 171, wc find ihi 
' Tbo second Denoancer was Boaaaire, an Ei-Noble, knnwn Dodcr tbe old 
gOTorumaat for hia iotrigilBg. To give an idea ol hioi, it is enoagb to 
that he married cbc D'0)ii-s,' etc., oa in the Mi. Note already gi' 
Finally ii added : * Ho was tbe maiu tpj of Boy enval -, who, hmveTer. 
«id Ihat be made nie of him ; bac that fouqaJer-Tiovilte did not lika 
hiin, and would bare bim guiUoliDed in good time.' 
* Bee Campui. 

t Boban wBi eleot«d of the Conatitaent Ajiemblyi and even got w 
onmphiDnnl or tiro in it, na Court. licliai, from here uod Ibiiie a man of 
weak Juilgmcot. Hn wm one of tbe Orst who, rcciilcitratinR aKOinst 
(Sril CDDstUiilSoD of Ihe Clergy ' eta., took hiainelf across tbe Uhioe. 



Here, then, our little labour ends. The N^ 
no more ; the stones of it again ' circulate in 
them perhaps in Rundie's at this hour ; andfl 
what other Histories we know not. The Conqp 
one that trafficked in it, have Ibey not all 1 
was Death ) 

This little Business, like a httle cloud, I 
skies clear to the unobservant; but witli Buoh i 
viUany, dissoluteness and general delirium sa/l 
betokened it electric ; and wise men, a Goethe ftq 
Earthquakes. Has not the Earthquake come 1 



• See Lamotte'uNarratirB (Jf^moVrM JiijrtjtcDt.ys). ' 
t lamotte, after Mb wifu's death, had cotarnbd t« I_._ 
nrrcstod, — not for building chnrchcs. The Sentence of tb« oil 
BgwQBt bira, in regard to ihe Mecklnce BasiiiesB, he geta wan 
new CoQrta; but is nevertheleaa 'relaioed in oonfinenjent 
Newspaper, 7th Angnet 17^2). He waa still in I'Kboq at tl 
Septembor MassaorB broke out. From Maton de la Voruuu 
following grim passage ; Matop is in La Forco Prison. 

'Atoneintbemominp;' (of Mooday, 3 Sept. 17112), writes 
grate that led to our qnaclcr was ngain opened. Four man 
holding each a naked gabro and blaiing toroh, mounted to ot 
a turnkey showing the njiy ; and entered a room close on oon 
gate a boi, which they broke open. This done, they halted in 
and began iclBrrogaling oue Cnisaa, to know where LamOtU 
tbey said, under pretext of Soding a trcnsuro, which they ahei 
bod swindled one of them out ol 300 livrea, hating asked hii 
for that pnrpose. The wretched Cnissa, whom they hod in I 
and wbo loEt his lite that nigbt, auswered, all trembling, ihnl 
bered the fact well, but could not say what bad heroine rf t! 
Reaolnfe lo find this Lamotte and confront him with Cnisaa, til 
into other rooms, and made further rummagiDg there: bnt 
without effect, for I heard them say to one anotbei--."Cotno»« 
the corpies, then ; for, Horn tie Dieu .' ire malt know whu II 
him.'" (i!a BisurrcctUiti, par Maton de la Varoiiiie; refri 
Uiftoire PatlrvientaiTc, iviii. 1*2.)— Lamotte Uy in the BiO* 
but had got out, precisely in the nick of time,— aod dii 
, soundings. 
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SIXTEEN PRIZE MEDALS awarded to J. S. FRY &. SONS, BRISTOL «nd LONDON. 
PBlCe ONE SniLLINO. 

THE TEMPLE BAR MAGAZINE 

NOTIOE.-In the JANUABY Number, to be FubUshed on DECEMBER 20, 
•will be commenced Two New Serial Stories— 

BELINDA, by Kiioda Brotjghton, 
lONE STEWART, by Mrs. Lynn Lintok. 

'"Tnmph lUr' iDptrklina uiil britliaat. It niight comni&ad a cmutitaeDcy by its lii^tlon •loan, IiuC il UlniH nucli tut^ (UiBonMlid 
nwttil' Hi»t, if tiwti Wtn DO Btona it all, IhiTp la eiKin^ to intcreat Iho rcailpr." — Eivjlvh ImUfeadrTit. 
"OiiB tan never h^ip enjajinK ' Templo Bur.'" — liuardum. 

RlCtmtD IlKN'TLEY A SOK. 8. Naw BuausoTgK SrnEtT. 

THE SHILLINQ EDITION OF COBOEN'S UFE. 

LIFE OF RICHARD COBDEN. 

By JOHN MORLEY. With a Portrait from a Drawing by LowES . Dickinson. 

CHAPMAN A ND HALL, Limited. 11. HENRIETTA STREET. W.C 

" ^IMPORTANT REDUCTION IN PRICE. 



ute-11 .llK^ll*■Mll(c<). Inn lilt. Molli) ur>h<i lu> ' 






TONGA 

FOR 

NEURALGIA. 



■( ft HAMBCUVSintladtntUUth 



ALLEN (Sb HANBURYS. Plough Court, Lombara St., London. 



* t(li:ilU'* A^ll tVAN* 24, IlkEAT »»W S1KBKT, 



J 



. I 



«;■ 



x:^^??v-'7 



r«BV ■»?;.'? 



w 



